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A   UNE   FEMME. 

To  you  these  lines^  for  the  consoling  charm 

Of  dreaming  eyes  where  tears  and  laughter  live ; 

For  gracious  breath  of  your  pure  soul,  I  give 

Sad  dole  from  brooding  thought  where  reigns  no  calm. 

Ah  me!  a  heavy  nightmare  doth  o'er-weigh;  — 
Nor  lifts,  but  haunting,  still  pursues  intent  — 
Wolf  pack  that  ever  gathers  on  the  scent, 
Marking  my  blood-stained  destiny  for  prey. 

Alas !  my  soul  so  tortured  in  me  groans, 

That  wail  of  Man  from^  Eden  forced  to  fly 

Is  shepherd* s  pastoral  song  to  these  —  my  moans. 

Thy  'griefs,  like  flight  in  cool  September  sky 

Of  swallows  in  the  dusk  of  waning  day, 

No  trace  shall  leave — Dear  Heart — but  fade  away. 

POfeMES    SATURNIENS. 
A.    LBNALIE. 
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SAINT  Agnes  of  intercession  is 
confessedly  a  fragment.^  *Begun  by 
Rossetii  in  1848  or  t§4^,  it  vas  still  in 
bis  mind  during  ibe  last  days  of  bis  life 
in  1882.  IVben  tbe  end  came  ibe  little 
packet  of  manuscript  lay  unopened  on  bis 
writing  table  ;  tbe  band  tbat  bad  written  it 
in  otber  and  joyous  years  would  write  no 
more,^ 

For  us  wbo  love  bim  tbefe  is  tbe  added 
patbos  of  incompletion  about  tbis  early 
story.     We  bave  already  read  tbe  briefer 


1.  It  was  first  printed  in  The  Collected  Works 
of  Dante  Gabriel  Rossetti,  2  vols.,  London,  1886. 

2.  **He  constantly  expressed  bis  intention  of 
finishing  tbe  story,  and  said  tbat,  altbougb  in  its 
existing  condition  it  tvas  fully  as  long  as  tbe  com- 
panion story,"  (Hand  and  Soul)  "»/  would  require 
twice  as  mucb  more  to  complete  it.  During  tbe  time 
of  our  stay  at  'BircAington,  at  tbe  beginning  of  1882, 
be  seemed  anxious  to  get  to  work  upon  it,  and  bad 
tbe  manuscript  sent  down  from  London  for  tbat  pur- 
pose; but  tbe  packet  lay  unopened  until  after  bis 
deatb.**  (Recollections  of  Dante  Gabriel  Rossetti 
by  T.  Hall  Caine,  London,  1882.) 


^^M«       «• 


Hand  and  Soul.  It  belongs  to  the  same 
period.  Yet  a  Utile  and  IVtlUam  Morris 
is  to  print  bis  own  exquisite  early  romance , 
The  Hollow  Land.  Then  tbe  great 
decade  ending  in  i860  will  reveal  in  a  new 
out-breatbing  of  Art^  and  in  a  finer  Poetry^ 
an  intellectual  influence  wbicb  bas  just  come 
to  its  rounded  close  at  Kelmscott  Manor, 

Both  men  were  incomparable  artists^ 
makers  and  singers,  botb.  And  so  fluctuant 
is  tbe  flame  of  poesy ,  so  bard  tbe  way  and 
loftg  to  supreme  craftsmansbip,  tbat  ages 
may  pass  beffh'e  we  look  upon  tbeir  like 
again. 


FOR  February  : 
LYRICS 

from 

PAUL  VERLAINE. 


SAINT  AGNES 

of 

INTERCESSION 


*'  In  all  my  life/*  said  my  uncle  in  bis  customary 
voice,  made  up  of  goodness  and  trusting  simplicity ^ 
and  a  spice  of  piety  withal,  vobicb,  an't  pleased 
yourworsbip,  made  it  sound  tbe  sweeter,— -** In  all 
my  life,"  quotb  my  uncle  Toby,  "I  bave  n€ver 
heard  a  stranger  story  tban  one  vobicb  was  told  me 
by  a  sergeant  in  Maclure's  regiment,  and  wbicb, 
witb  your  permission.  Doctor,  I  will  relate." 

**No  stranger,  brotber  Toby,"  said  my  fatber 
testily,  "tban  a  certain  tide  to  be  found  in  Slaw- 
kenbergius  (being  tbe  eigbtb  of  bis  tbird  Decad), 
and  called  by  bim  tbe  History  of  an  Icelandisb 
Nose." 

"Nor  tban  tbe  golden  legend  of  Saint  Anscban- 
kus  of  Litbuania,"  added  Dr.  Slop,  "wbo,  being 
troubled  digestively  wbile  delivering  bis  discourse 
' de  Sanctis  sanctorum,*  was  tempted  by  tbe  Devil 
in  imagine  vasisin  contumeliam, — wbicb  is  to  say, 
— in  tbe  form  of  a  vessel  unto  disbonour." 

Now  Excentrio,  as  one  mocking,  sayetb,  etc.,  etc. 
— Tristram  Shandy. 


4  4  T^  MIS  fragmentary  tale  forms,  I  think,  no  unworthy 
I  pendent  to  Hand  and  Soul.  It  does  not  seem 
to  be  intended  to  bear  an  equal  weight  of  moral 
or  spiritual  significance ;  but  is  not  less  imaginative,  and  its 
style  of  writing,  if  simpler  and  less  resolutely  sustained, 
seems  to  me  fully  as  noticeable  and  individual.  I  incline 
to  think  that  it  was  begun  before  Hand  and  Soul—ia  1849, 
or  even  1848 ;  and  was  continued  from  time  to  time,  prob- 
ably into  the  spring  of  1850.  My  brother  intended  to 
publish  it  in  The  Germ  ;  and  would  doubtless  have  done  so, 
had  that  magazine  been  less  short-lived.  He  began  an 
etching  to  illustrate  it;  but  threw  this  aside  in  disgust  at 
his  failure  in  technique.  At  a  later  date  Rossetti  himself 
painted  the  like  incident,  in  its  mediaeval  phase,  under  the 
title  of  Boni/azio's  Mistress.  The  written  portion  may  be 
surmised  to  constitute  less  than  half  of  the  projected  whole : 
my  brother,  according  to  Mr.  Caine,  indicated  that  it 
would  only  be  about  a  third.  .  .  .  The  reader  may  ob- 
serve that  the  name  in  the  title,  St.  Agnes  of  Intercession. 
does  not  re-appear  in  the  course  of  the  story,  where  the 
picture  itself  comes  to  be  spoken  of :  it  was  only  adopted 
towards  the  time  when  the  beginning  of  the  tale  was  tran- 
scribed. Something  in  the  nature  of  actual  reminiscence 
may  be  traced  in  the  opening  details ;  as  that  of  our  father 
singing  old  revolutionary  and  other  songs,  and  of  the 
author  leaving  school  early  to  study  the  painter's  art.  The 
motto  from  Tristram  Shandy  would  not,  I  believe,  be 
discoverable  upon  the  most  diligent  turning  over  of  the 
pages  of  that  now  too  seldom  read  classic,  which  fascinated 
my  brother  greatly  at  a  date  not  much  earlier  than  the 
commencement  of  this  tale :  I  regard  it  as  his  own." 

WILLIAM  MICHAEL  ROSSETTI. 


SAINT   AGNES    OF  INTERCESSION. 

AMONG  my  earliest  recollections,  none  is. 
stronger  than  that  of  my  father  stand- 
ing before  the  fire  when  he  came  home  in 
the  London  winter  evenings,  and  singing  to 
us  in  his  sweet,  generous  tones :  sometimes 
ancient  English  ditties, — such  songs  as  one 
might  translate  from  the  birds,  and  the 
brooks  might  set  to  music ;  sometimes  those 
with  which  foreign  travel  had  familiarized 
his  youth, —  among  them  the  great  tunes 
which  have  rung  the  world's  changes  since 
'89.  I  used  to  sit  on  the  hearth-rug,  listening 
to  him,  and  look  between  his  knees  into  the 
fire  till  it  burned  my  face,  while  the  sights 
swarming  up  in  it  seemed  changed  and 
changed  with  the  music :  till  the  music  and 
the  fire  and  my  heart  burned  together,  and 
I  would  take  paper  and  pencil,  and  try  in 
some  childish  way  to  fix  the  shapes  that 
rose  within  me.  For  my  hope,  even  then, 
was  to  be  a  painter. 

The  first  book  I  remember  to  have  read, 
of  my  own  accord,  was  an  old-fashioned 
work  on  Art,  which  my  mother  had, — 
Hamilton's  "  English  Conoscente."  It  was 
a  kind  of  continental  tour, —  sufficiently  Delia- 
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Cruscan,  from  what  I  can  recall  of  it, — and 
contained  notices  of  pictures  which  the 
author  had  seen  abroad,  with  engravings 
after  some  of  them.  These  were  in  the 
English  fashion  of  that  day,  executed  in 
stipple  and  printed  with  red  ink;  tasteless 
enough,  no  doubt,  but  I  yearned  towards 
them  and  would  toil  over  them  for  days. 
One  especially  possessed  for  me  a  strong 
and  indefinable  charm :  it  was  a  Saint  Agnes 
in  glory,  by  Bucdolo  d'Orll  Angiolieri.  This 
plate  I  could  copy  from  the  first  with  much 
more  success  than  I  could  any  of  the  others ; 
indeed,  it  was  mainly  my  love  of  the  figure, 
and  a  desire  to  obtain  some  knowledge 
regarding  it,  which  impelled  me,  by  one 
magnanimous  effort  upon  the  "  Conoscente," 
to  master  in  a  few  days  more  of  the  difficult 
art  of  reading  than  my  mother's  laborious 
inculcations  had  accomplished  till  then. 
However,  what  I  managed  to  spell  and 
puzzle  out  related  chiefly  to  the  executive 
qualities  of  the  picture,  which  could  be 
little  understood  by  a  mere  child;  of  the 
artist  himself,  or  the  meaning  of  his  work, 
the  author  of  the  book  appeared  to  know 
scarcely  anything. 
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As  I  became  older,  my  bo3dsh  impulse 
towards  art  grew  into  a  vital  passion ;  till 
at  last  my  father  took  me  from  school  and 
permitted  me  my  own  bent  of  study.  There 
is  no  need  that  I  should  dwell  much  upon 
the  next  few  years  of  my  life.  The  begin- 
nings of  Art,  entered  on  at  all  seriously, 
present  an  alternation  of  extremes: — on  the 
one  hand,  the  most  bewildering  phases  of 
mental  endeavour,  on  the  other,  a  toil  rigidly 
exact  and  dealing  often  with  trifles.  What 
was  then  the  precise  shape  of  the  cloud 
within  my  tabernacle,  I  could  scarcely  say 
now;  or  whether  through  so  thick  a  veil 
I  could  be  sure  of  its  presence  there  at  all. 
And. as  to  which  statue  at  the  Museum  I 
drew  most  or  learned  least  from, —  or  which 
Professor  at  the  Academy  "  set "  the  model 
in  the  worst  taste, —  these  are  things  which 
no  one  need  care  to  know.  I  may  say, 
briefly,  that  I  was  wayward  enough  in  the 
pursuit,  if  not  in  the  purpose ;  that  I  cared 
even  too  little  for  what  could  be  taught  me 
by  others;  and  that  my  original  designs 
greatly  outnumbered  my  school-drawings. 

In  most  cases  where  study  (such  study, 
at  least,  as  involves  any  practical  elements) 
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some  time  before  I  ceased  to  think  of  her 
beauty  alone;  and  even  then  it  was  still  of 
her  that  I  thought.  For  about  a  year  my 
studies  somewhat  lost  their  hold  upon  me, 
and  when  that  year  was  upon  its  close,  she 
and  I  were  promised  in  marriage. 

Miss  Arden's  station  in  life,  though  not 
lofty,  was  one  of  more  ease  than  my  own, 
but  the  earnestness  of  her  attachment  to  me 
had  deterred  her  parents  from  placing  any 
obstacles  in  the  way  of  our  union.  All  the 
more,  therefore,  did  I  now  long  to  obtain 
at  once  such  a  position  as  should  secure  me 
from  reproaching  myself  with  any  sacrifice 
made  by  her  for  my  sake :  and  I  now  set  to 
work  with  all  the  energy  of  which  I  was 
capable,  upon  a  picture  of  some  labour, 
involving  various  aspects  of  study.  The 
subject  was  a  modern  one,  and  indeed  it 
has  often  seemed  to  me  that  all  work,  to 
be  truly  worthy,  should  be  wrought  out  of 
the  age  itself,  as  well  as  out  of  the  soul 
of  its  producer,  which  must  needs  be  a 
soul  of  the  age.  At  this  picture  I  laboured 
constantly  and  unweariedly,  my  days  and 
my  nights;  and  Mary  sat  to  me  for  the 
principal  female  figure.    The  exhibition  to 
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which  I  sent  it  opened  a  few  weeks  before 
the  completion  of  my  twenty-first  year. 

Naturally  enough,  I  was  there  on  the 
opening  day.  My  picture,  I  knew,  had  been 
accepted,  but  I  was  ignorant  of  a  matter 
perhaps  still  more  important, — its  situation 
on  the  walls.  On  that  now  depended  its 
success ;  on  its  success  the  fulfilment  of  my 
most  cherished  hopes  might  almost  be  said 
to  depend.  That  is  not  the  least  curious 
feature  of  life  as  evolved  in  society, — which, 
where  the  average  strength  and  the  average 
mind  are  equal,  as  in  this  world,  becomes  to 
each  life  another  name  for  destiny, —  when 
a  man,  having  endured  labour,  gives  its  fruit 
into  the  hands  of  other  men,  that  they  may 
do  their  work  between  him  and  mankind: 
confiding  it  to  them,  unknown,  without  seek- 
ing knowledge  of  them;  to  them,  who  have 
probably  done  in  like  wise  before  him, 
without  appeal  to  the  sympathy  of  kindred 
experience:  submitting  to  them  his  naked 
soul,  himself,  blind  and  unseen :  and  with 
no  thought  of  retaliation,  when,  it  may  be, 
by  their  judgment,  more  than  one  year,  from 
his  dubious  threescore  and  ten,  drops  along- 
side, unprofitable,  leaving  its  baffied  labour 
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for  its  successors  to  recommence.  There  is 
perhaps  no  proof  more  complete  how  sluggish 
and  little  arrogant,  in  aggregate  life,  is  the 
sense  of  individuality. 

I  dare  say  something  like  this  may  have 
been  passing  in  my  mind  as  I  entered  the 
lobby  of  the  exhibition,  though  the  principle, 
with  me  as  with  others,  was  subservient  to 
its  application ;  my  thoughts,  in  fact,  starting 
from  and  tending  towards  myself  and  my 
own  picture.  The  kind  of  uncertainty  in 
which  I  then  was  is  rather  a  nervous  affair; 
and  when,  as  I  shouldered  my  way  through 
the  press,  I  heard  my  name  spoken  close 
behind  me,  I  believe  that  I  could  have 
wished  the  speaker  further  off  without  being 
particular  as  to  distance.  I  could  not  well, 
however,  do  otherwise  than  look  round,  and 
on  doing  so,  recognized  in  him  who  had 
addressed  me  a  gentleman  to  whom  I  had 
been  introduced  overnight  at  the  house  of  a 
friend,  and  to  whose  remarks  on  the  Com 
question  and  the  National  Debt  I  had 
listened  with  a  wish  for  deliverance  some- 
what akin  to  that  which  I  now  felt;  the 
more  so,  perhaps,  that  my  distaste  was 
coupled    with    surprise;    his    name   having 
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been  for  some  time  familiar  to  me  as  that 
of  a  writer  of  poetry. 

As  soon  as  we  were  rid  of  the  crush,  we 
spoke  and  shook  hands;  and  I  said,  to 
conceal  my  chagrin,  some  platitudes  as  to 
Poetry  being  present  to  support  her  sister 
Art  in  the  hour  of  trial. 

"Oh  just  so,  thank  you,"  said  he;  ''have 
you  anything  here?" 

While  he  spoke,  it  suddenly  struck  me 
that  my  friend,  the  night  before,  had  in- 
formed me  this  gentleman  was  a  critj^c  as 
well  as  a  poet.  And  indeed,  for  the  hippo- 
potamus-fronted man,  with  his  splay  limbs 
and  wading  gait,  it  seemed  the  more  con- 
genial vocation  of  the  two.  In  a  moment, 
the  instinctive  antagonism  wedged  itself 
between  the  artist  and  the  reviewer,  and 
I  avoided  his  question. 

•He  had  taken  my  arm,  and  we  were  now 
in  the  gallery  together.  My  companion's 
scrutiny  was  limited  almost  entirely  to  the 
"line,"  but  my  own  glance  wandered  fur- 
tively among  the  suburbs  and  outskirts  of 
the  ceiling,  as  a  misgiving  possessed  me  that 
I  might  have  a  personal  interest  in  those 
unenviable  "high  places"  of  art.     Works, 
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which  at  another  time  would  have  absorbed 
my  whole  attention,  could  now  obtain  from 
me  but  a  restless  and  hurried  examination : 
still  I  dared  not  institute  an  open  search  for 
my  own,  lest  thereby  I  should  reveal  to  my 
companion  its  presence  in  some  dismal  con- 
demned comer  which  might  otherwise  escape 
his  notice.  Had  I  procured  my  catalogue, 
I  might  at  least  have  known  in  which  room 
to  look,  but  I  had  omitted  to  do  so,  thinking 
thereby  to  know  my  fate  the  sooner,  and 
nevei;  anticipating  so  vexatious  an  obstacle 
to  my  search.  Meanwhile  I  must  answer 
his  questions,  listen  to  his  criticism,  observe 
and  discuss.  After  nearly  an  hour  of  this 
work,  we  were  not  through  the  first  room. 
My  thoughts  were  already  bewildered,  and 
my  face  burning  with  excitement. 

By  the  time  we  reached  the  second  room, 
the  crowd  was  more  dense  than  ever,  and 
the  heat  more  and  more  oppressive.  A 
glance  round  the  walls  could  reveal  but  little 
of  the  consecrated  "line,"  before  all  parts 
of  which  the  backs  were  clustered  more 
or  less  thickly;  except,  perhaps,  where  at 
intervals  hung  the  work  of  some  venerable 
member,  whose    glory  was  departed  from 
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him.  The  seats  in  the  middle  of  the  room 
were,  for  the  most  part,  empty  as  yet :  here 
and  there  only  an  unenthusiastic  lady  had 

li  been  left  by  her  party,  and  sat  in  stately 

*'  unruffled  toilet,  her  eye  ranging  apathetically 

over  the  upper  portion  of  the  walls,  where 
the  gilt  frames  were  packed  together  in 
desolate  parade.  Over  these  my  gaze  also 
passed  uneasily,  but  without  encountering 
the  object  of  its  solicitude. 

•^  "*  In  this  room  my  friend  the  critic  came 

upon  a  picture,  conspicuously  hung,  which 
interested  him  prodigiously,  and  on  which 
he  seemed  determined  to  have  my  opinion. 
It  was  one  of  those  tender  and  tearful  works, 

h  those  *^  labours  of  love,"  since  familiar  to  all 

print-shop  flofuurst — in  which  the  wax  doll 
is  made  to  occupy  a  position  in  Art  which  it 
can  never  have  contemplated  in  the  days 
of  its  humble  origin.  The  silks  heaved  and 
swayed  in  front  of  this  picture  the  whole 
day  long. 

All  that  we  could  do  was  to  stand 
behind,  and  catch  a  glimpse  of  it  now 
and  then,  through  the  whispering  bonnets, 
whose  *' curtains"  brushed  our  faces  con- 

f  tinually.     I  hardly  knew  what  to  say,  but 
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my  companion  was  lavish  of  his  admiration, 
and  began  to  give  symptoms  of  the  gushings 
of  the  poet-soul.  It  appeared  that  he  had 
already  seen  the  picture  in  the  studio,  and 
being  but  little  satisfied  with  my  monosylla- 
bles, was  at  great  pains  to  convince  me. 
While  he  chattered,  I  trembled  with  rage 
and  impatience. 

**  You  must  be  tired,"  said  he  at  last ;  **  so 
am  I ;  let  us  rest  a  little.**  He  led  the  way 
to  a  seat.  I  was  his  slave,  bound  hand  and 
foot :  I  followed  him. 

The  crisis  now  proceeded  rapidly.  When 
seated,  he  took  from  his  pocket  some 
papers,  one  of  which  he  handed  to  me. 
Who  does  not  know  the  dainty  action  of  a 
poet  fingering  MS.  ?  The  knowledge  forms 
a  portion  of  those  wondrous  instincts  im- 
planted in  us  for  self-preservation.  I  was 
past  resistance,  however,  and  took  the  paper 
submissively. 

"They  are  some  verses,"  he  said,  "sug- 
gested by  the  picture  you  have  just  seen. 
I  mean  to  print  them  in  our  next  number,  as 
being  the  only  species  of  criticism  adequate 
to  such  a  work.** 

I  read  the  poem  twice  over,  for  after  the 
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first  reading  I  found  I  had  not  attended  to 
a  word  of  it,  and  was  ashamed  to  give  it 
him  back.  The  repetition  was  not,  however, 
much  more  successful,  as  regarded  compre- 
hension,—  a  fact  which  I  have  since  believed 
(having  seen  it  again)  may  have  been  de- 
pendent upon  other  causes  besides  my 
distracted  thoughts.  The  poem,  now  in- 
cluded among  the  works  of  its  author,  runs 
as  follows :  — 

"  O  thou  who  art  not  as  I  am, 
Yet  knowest  all  that  I  must  be, — 
O  thou  who  livest  certainly 
Full  of  deep  meekness  like  a  lamb 
Close  laid  for  warmth  under  its  dam. 
On  pastures  bare  towards  the  sea :  — 

"  Look  on  me,  for  my  soul  is  bleak. 
Nor  owns  its  labour  in  the  years, 
Because  of  the  deep  pain  of  tears : 

It  hath  not  found  and  will  not  seek, 

Lest  that  indeed  remain  to  speak 
Which,  passing;^  it  believes  it  hears. 

"  Like  ranks  in  calm  unipotence 
Swayed  past,  compact  and  regular, 
Time's  purposes  and  portents  are : 

Yet  the  soul  sleeps,  while  in  the  sense 

The  graven  brows  of  Consequence 
Lie  sunk,  as  in  blind  wells  the  star. 
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"  O  gaze  along  the  Mdnd-strewn  path 
That  curves  distinct  upon  the  road 
To  the  dim  purple-hushed  abode. 

Lo !  autumntide  and  aftermath ! 

Remember  that  the  year  has  wrath 
If  the  ungamered  wheat  corrode. 

'^  It  is  not  that  the  fears  are  sore 

Or  that  tlie  evil  pride  repels, 

But  there  where  the  heart's  knowledge  dwells 
The  heart  is  gnawed  within  the  core, 
Nor  loves  the  perfume  from  that  shore 

Faint  with  bloom-pulvered  asphodels." 

Having  atoned  for  non-attention  by  a 
second  perusal,  whose  only  result  was  non- 
comprehension,  I  thought  I  had  done  my 
duty  towards  this  performance,  which  I 
accordingly  folded  up  and  returned  to  its 
author.  He  asked,  in  so  many  words,  my 
opinion  of  it. 

"  I  think,"  replied  I  coolly,  "  that  when  a 
poet  strikes  out  for  himself  a  new  path  in 
style,  he  should  first  be  quite  convinced  that 
it  possesses  sufficient  advantages  to  counter- 
balance the  contempt  which  the  swarm  of 
his  imitators  will  bring  upon  poetry." 

My  ambiguity  was  successful.  I  could 
see  him  take  the  compliment  to  himself,  and 
inhale  it  like  a  scent,  while  a  slow  broad 
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smile  covered  his  face.  It  was  much  as  if, 
at  some  meeting,  on  a  speech  being  made 
complimentary  to  the  chairman,  one  of  the 
waiters  should  elbow  that  personage  aside, 
plant  his  knuckles  on  the  table,  and  proceed 
to  return  thanks. 

And  indeed,  I  believe  my  gentleman  was 
about  to  do  so  in  due  form,  but  my  thoughts, 
which  had  been  unable  to  resist  some  enjoy- 
ment of  his  conceit,  now  suddenly  reverted 
to  their  one  dominant  theme;  and  rising  at 
once,  in  an  indignant  spleen  at  being  thus 
harassed  and  beset,  I  declared  that  I  must 
leave  him,  and  hurry  through  the  rest  of  the 
gallery  by  myself,  for  that  I  had  an  impend- 
ing appointment.  He  rose  also.  As  we 
were  shaking  hands,  a  part  of  the  "line" 
opposite  to  where  we  stood  was  left  bare 
by  a  lapse  in  the  crowd.  "  There  seems  to 
be  an  odd-looking  picture,'*  said  my  com- 
panion. I  looked  in  the  same  direction: 
the  press  was  closing  again;  I  caught  only 
a  glimpse  of  the  canvas,  but  that  sufficed- 
it  was  my  own  picture  on  the  line!  For  a 
moment,  my  head  swam  with  me. 

He  walked  towards  the  place,  and  I 
followed  him.     I  did  not  at  first  hear  well 
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what  he  said  of  the  picture;  but  when  I  did» 
I  found  he  was  abusing  it.  He  called  it 
quaint,  crude,  even  grotesque ;  and  certainly 
the  uncompromising  adherence  to  nature 
as  then  present  before  me,  which  I  had 
attempted  throughout,  gave  it,  in  the  exhi- 
bition, a  more  curious  and  unique  appearance 
than  I  could  have  anticipated.  Of  course 
only  a  very  few  minutes  elapsed  before  my 
companion  turned  to  the  catalogue  for  the 
artist's  name. 

"They  thought  the  thing  good,"  he 
drawled  as  he  ran  his  eye  down  the  pages, 
"or    it    wouldn't    be    on    the    line.      605, 

606, or    else    the    fellow    has    interest 

somewhere.      630,  what    the    deuce   am   I 

thinking  of? 613,  613,  613 Here  it 

is Why,"  he  exclaimed,  short  of  breath 

with  astonishment,  "the  picture  is  yours  1" 

"  Well,  it  seems  so,"  said  I,  looking  over 
his  shoulder;  **I  suppose  they're  likely  to 
know." 

"  And  so  you  wanted  to  get  away  before 
we  came  to  it.    And  so  the  picture  is  yours ! " 

"  Likely  to  remain  so  too,"  I  replied  laugh- 
ing, "if  every  one  thinks  as  well  of  it  as 
you  do." 
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"Ohl  mind  you,"  he  exclaimed,  "you 
must  not  be  offended:  one  always  finds 
fault  first:  I  am  sure  to  congratulate 
you." 

The  surpnse  he  was  in  made  him  speak 
rather  loud,  so  that  people  were  beginning 
to  nudge  each  other,  and  whisper  that  I  was 
the  painter.  I  therefore  repeated  hurriedly 
that  I  really  must  go,  or  I  should  miss  my 
appointment. 

**Stay  a  minute,"  ejaculated  my  friend 
the  critic;  ''I  am  trying  to  think  what  the 
style  of  your  picture  is  like.  It  is  like  the 
works  of  a  very  early  man  that  I  saw  in 
Italy.  Angioloni,  Angellini,  Angiolieriy  that 
was  the  name,  Bucduolo  Angiolieri.  He 
always  turned  the  toes  in.  The  head  of 
your  woman  there "  (and  he  pointed  to  the 
figure  painted  from  Mary)  "  is  exactly  like  a 
St.  Agnes  of  his  at  Bologna." 

A  flash  seemed  to  strike  before  my  eyes 
as  he  spoke.  The  name  mentioned  was  a 
part  of  my  first  recollections ;  and  the  picture 
he  spoke  of .  .  .  .  Yes,  indeed,  there,  in  the 
face  of  my  betrothed  bride,  I  beheld  the 
once  familiar  features  of  the  St.  Agnes, 
forgotten  since  childhood  I     I  gazed  fixedly 
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on  the  work  of  my  own  hands ;  and  thought 
turned  in  my  brain  like  a  wheel. 

When  I  looked  again  towards  my  com- 
panion, I  could  see  that  he  was  wondering 
at  my  evident  abstraction.  I  did  not  explain, 
but  abruptly  bidding  him  good-bye,  hastened 
out  of  the  exhibition. 

As  I  walked  homewards,  the  cloud  was 
still  about  me,  and  the  street  seemed  to  pass 
me  like  a  shadow.  My  life  had  been,  as  it 
were,  drawn  by,  and  the  child  and  the  man 
brought  together.  How  had  I  not  at  once 
recognized,  in  her  I  loved,  the  dream  of  my 
childhood?  Yet,  doubtless,  the  sympathy 
of  relation,  though  unconscious,  must  have 
had  its  influence.  The  fact  of  the  likeness 
was  a  mere  casualty,  however  singular;  but 
that  which  had  cast  the  shadow  of  the  man's 
love  in  the  path  of  the  child,  and  left  the 
seed  at  his  heart  to  work  its  growth  blindly  in 
darkness,  was  surely  much  more  than  chance. 

Immediately  on  reaching  home,  I  made 
inquiries  of  my  mother  concerning  my 
old  friend  the  **  English  Conoscente";  but 
learned,  to  my  disappointment,  that  she  had 
long  since  missed  the  book,  and  had  never 
recovered  it.     I  felt  vexed  in  the  extreme. 
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The  joy  with  which  the  news  of  my  picture 
was  hailed  at  home  may  readily  be  imagined. 
There  was  one,  however,  to  whom  it  may 
have  been  more  welcome  even  than  to  my 
own  household :  to  her,  as  to  myself,  it  was 
hope  seen  nearer.  I  could  scarcely  have 
assigned  a  reason  why  I  refrained  from 
mentioning  to  her,  or  to  any  one,  the  stnmge 
point  of  resemblance  which  I  had  been  led 
to  perceive;  but  from  some  unaccountable 
reluctance  I  kept  it  to  myself  at  the  time. 
The  matter  was  detailed  in  the  journal  of 
the  worthy  poet-critic  who  had  made  the 
discovery;  such  scraps  of  research  being 
much  too  scarce  not  to  be  worked  to  their 
utmost;  it  may  be  too  that  my  precipitate 
retreat  had  left  him  in  the  belief  of  my 
being  a  convicted  plagiarist.  I  do  not  think, 
however,  that  either  Mary's  family  or  my 
own  saw  the  paper;  and  indeed  it  was  much 
too  xsthetic  to  permit  itself  many  readers. 

Meanwhile,  my  picture  was  obtaining  that 
amount  of  notice,  favourable  with  unfavour- 
able, which  constitutes  success,  and  was  not 
long  in  finding  a  purchaser.  My  way  seemed 
clearing  before  me.  Still,  I  could  not  pre- 
vent my  mind  from  dwelling  on  the  curious 
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incident  connected  with  the  painting,  and 
which,  by  constant  brooding  upon  it,  had 
begun  to  assume,  in  my  idea,  almost  the 
character  of  a  mystery.  The  coincidence 
was  the  more  singular  that  my  work,  being 
in  subject,  costume,  and  accessories,  English, 
and  of  the  present  period,  could  scarcely 
have  been  expected  to  suggest  so  striking  an 
affinity  in  style  to  the  productions  of  one  of 
the  earliest  Italian  painters. 

The  gentleman  who  purchased  my  picture 
had  commissioned  me  at  the  same  time  for 
another.  I  had  always  entertained  a  great 
wish  to  visit  Italy,  but  now  a  still  stronger 
impulse  than  before  drew  me  thither.  All 
substantial  record  having  been  lost,  I  could 
hardly  persuade  myself  that  the  idol  of  my 
childhood,  and  the  worship  I  had  rendered 
it,  was  not  all  an  unreal  dream:  and  every 
day  the  longing  possessed  me  more  strongly 
to  look  with  my  own  eyes  upon  the  veritable 
St.  Agnes.  Not  holding  myself  free  to  marry 
as  yet,  I  therefore  determined  (having  it  now 
within  my  power)  that  I  would  seek  Italy  at 
once,  and  remain  there  while  I  painted  my 
next  picture.  Nor  could  even  the  thought  of 
leaving  Mary  deter  me  from  this  resolution. 
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On  the  day  I  quitted  England,  Mary's 
father  again  placed  her  hand  in  mine,  and 
renewed  his  promise;  but  our  own  hearts 
were  a  covenant  between  us. 

From  this  point,  my  narrative  will  proceed 
more  rapidly  to  its  issue.  Some  lives  of 
men  are  as  the  sea  is,  continually  vexed  and 
trampled  with  winds.  Others  are,  as  it  were, 
left  on  the  beach.  There  the  wave  is  long 
in  reaching  its  tide-mark,  where  it  abides 
but  a  moment;  afterwards,  for  the  rest  of 
that  day,  the  water  is  shifted  back  more  or  less 
slowly;  the  sand  it  has  filled  hardens;  and 
hourly  the  wind  drives  lower  till  nightfall. 

To  dwell  here  on  my  travels  any  further 
than  in  so  much  as  they  concern  the  thread 
of  my  story,  would  be  superfluous.  The 
first  place  where  I  established  myself,  on 
arriving  in  the  Papal  State,  was  Bologna, 
since  it  was  there,  as  I  well  remembered, 
that  the  St.  Agnes  of  Bucciuolo  Angiolieri 
was  said  to  be.  I  soon  became  convinced, 
however,  after  ransacking  the  galleries  and 
private  collections,  that  I  had  been  misin- 
formed. The  great  Clementine  is  for  the 
most  part  a  dismal  wilderness  of  Bolognese 
Art,  "  where  nothing  is  that  hath  life,"  being 
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rendered  only  the  more  ghastly  by  the 
"  life-in-death "  of  Guido  and  the  Caracci; 
and  the  private  collectors  seem  to  emulate 
the  Clementine. 

From  Bologna  I  removed  to  Rome,  where 
I  stayed  only  for  a  month,  and  proceeded 
thence  into  Tuscany.  Here,  in  the  painter's 
native  province,  after  all,  I  thought  the 
pfcture  was  most  likely  to  be  found ;  as  is 
generally  the  case  with  artists  who  have 
produced  comparatively  few  works,  and 
whose  fame  is  not  of  the  highest  order  of 
all.  Having  visited  Siena  and  Arezzo,  I 
took  up  my  abode  in  Florence.  Here, 
however,  seeing  the  necessity  of  getting  to 
work  at  once,  I  commenced  my  next  picture, 
devoting  to  it  a  certain  number  of  hours 
each  day ;  the  rest  of  my  time  being  chiefly 
spent  among  the  galleries,  where  I  continued 
my  search.  The  St.  Agnes  still  eluded  me; 
but  in  the  Pitti  and  elsewhere,  I  met  with 
several  works  of  Bucciuolo ;  in  all  of  which 
I  thought,  in  fact,  that  I  could  myself  recog- 
nize, despite  the  wide  difference  both  of 
subject  and  occasional  treatment,  a  certain 
mental  approximation,  not  easily  defined,  to 
the    style    of   my  own  productions.      The 
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peculiarities  of  feeling  and  manner  which 
had  attracted  my  boyish  admiration  had 
evidently  sunk  deep,  and  maintained,  though 
hitherto  unperceived,  their  influence  over 
me. 

I  had  been  at  Florence  for  about  three 
months,  and  my  picture  was  progressing, 
though  slowly  enough ;  moreover,  the  other 
idea  which  engrossed  me  was  losing  its 
energy,  by  the  recurrence  of  defeat,  so  that 
I  now  determined  on  leaving  the  thing 
mainly  to  chance,  and  went  here  and  there, 
during  the  hours  when  I  was  not  at  work, 
seeing  what  was  to  see.  One  day,  however, 
being  in  a  bookseller's  shop,  I  came  upon 
some  numbers  of  a  new  Dictionary  of  Works 
of  Art,  then  in  course  of  publication,  where 
it  was  stated  that  a  painting  of  St.  Agnes, 
by  Bucciuolo  Angiolieri,  was  in  the  possession 
of  the  Academy  of  Perugia.  This  then, 
doubtless,  was  the  work  I  wished  to  see; 
and  when  in  the  Roman  States,  I  must 
already  have  passed  upon  my  search  through 
the  town  which  contained  it.  In  how  many 
books  had  I  rummaged  for  the  information 
which  chance  had  at  length  thrown  in  my 
way !     I  was  almost  inclined  to  be  provoked 
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with  SO  inglorious  a  success.  All  my  interest 
in  the  pursuit,  however,  revived  at  once,  and 
I  immediately  commenced  taking  measures 
for  retracing  my  steps  to  Perugia.  Before 
doing  so  I  despatched  a  long  letter  to  Mary, 
with  whom  I  kept  up  a  correspondence, 
telling  her  where  to  direct  her  next  missive, 
but  without  informing  her  as  to  the  motive 
of  my  abrupt  removal,  although  in  my  letter 
I  dwelt  at  some  length,  among  other  topics, 
on  ^those  works  of  Bucciuolo  which  I  had 
met  with  at  Florence. 

I  arrived  at  Perugia  late  in  the  evening, 
and  to  see  the  gallery  before  the  next  morn- 
ing was  out  of  the  question.  I  passed  a 
most  restless  night.  The  same  one  thought 
had  been  more  or  less  with  me  during  the 
whole  of  my  journey,  and  would  not  leave 
me  now  until  my  wish  was  satisfied.  The 
next  day  proved  to  begone  on  which  the 
pictures  were  not  visible;  so  that  on  hasten- 
ing to  the  Academy  in  the  morning,  I  was 
again  disappointed.  Upon  the  second  day, 
had  they  refused  me  admittance,  I  believe 
I  should  have  resorted  to  desperate  meas- 
ures. The  doors  however  were  at  last  wide 
open.     Having  put  the  swarm  of  guides  to 
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rout,  I  set  my  feet  on  the  threshold;  and 
such  is  the  power  of  one  absorbing  idea, 
long  suffered  to  dwell  on  the  mind,  that  as 
I  entered  I  felt  my  heart  choke  me  as  if 
with  some  vague  apprehension. 

This  portion  of  my  story  which  the  reader 
has  already  gone  through  is  so  unromantic 
and  easy  of  belief,  that  I  fear  the  startling 
circumstances  which  remain  to  be  told  will 
jar  upon  him  all  the  more  by  contrast  as  a 
clumsy  fabrication.  My  course,  however, 
must  be  to  speak  on,  relating  to  the  best  of 
my  memory  things  in  which  the  memory  is 
not  likely  to  have  failed ;  and  reserving  at 
least  my  own  inward  knowledge  that  all  the. 
events  of  this  narrative  (however  unequal 
the  measure  of  credit  they  may  obtain)  have 
been  equally,  with  myself,  matters  of  personal 
experience. 

The  Academy  of  Perugia  is,  in  its  little 
sphere,  one  of  the  high  places  of  privilege ; 
and  the  first  room,  the  Council  Chamber, 
full  of  rickety  arm  chairs,  is  hung  with  the 
presentation  pictures  of  the  members,  a 
collection  of  indigenous  grandeurs  of  the 
school  of  David.  I  purchased  a  catalogue 
of  an  old  woman  who  was  knitting  in  one 
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comer,  and  proceeded  to  turn  the  leaves  with 
nervous  anxiety.  Having  found  that  the 
Florentine  pictures  were  in  the  last  room, 
I  commenced  hurrying  across  the  rest  of  the 
gallery  as  fast  as  the  polish  of  the  waxed 
boards  would  permit.  There  was  no  visitor 
besides  myself  in  the  rooms,  which  were  full 
of  Roman,  Bolognese,  and  Perugian  handi- 
work: one  or  two  students  only,  who  had 
set  up  their  easels  before  some  masterpiece 
of  the  "advanced"  style,  stared  round  in 
wonder  at  my  irreverent  haste.  As  I  walked, 
I  continued  my  search  in  the  catalogue ;  so 
that,  by  the  time  I  reached  the  Florentine 
room,  I  had  found  the  number,  and  walked, 
with  a  beating  heart,  straight  up  to  the 
picture. 

The  picture  is  about  half  the  size  of  life ; 
it  represents  a  beautiful  woman,  seated,  in 
the  costume  of  the  painter's  time,  richly 
adorned  with  jewels;  she  holds  a  palm 
branch,  and  a  lamb  nestles  to  her  feet.  The 
glory  round  her  head  is  a  device  pricked 
without  colour  on  the  gold  background, 
which  is  full  of  the  faces  of  angels.  The 
countenance  was  the  one  known  to  me,  by 
a  feeble  reflex,  in  childhood ;  it  was  also  the 
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exact  portrait  of  Mary,  feature  by  feature. 
I  had  been  absent  from  her  for  more  than 
five  months,  and  it  was  like  seeing  her  again. 

As  I  looked,  my  whole  life  seemed  to 
crowd  about  me,  and  to  stun  me  like  a  pulse 
in  my  head.  For  some  time  I  stood  lost  in 
astonishment,  admiration,  perplexity  helpless 
of  conjecture,  and  an  almost  painful  sense  of 
love. 

I  had  seen  that  in  the  catalogue  there 
was  some  account  of  the  picture ;  and  now, 
after  a  long  while,  I  removed  my  eyes,  dizzy 
with  gazing  and  with  thought,  from  the  face, 
and  read  in  Italian  as  follows : 

^^  No.  212.  St  Agnes f  with  a  glory  of 
angels.    By  Bucciuolo  Angiolieri. 

"Bertucdo,  Buccio,  or  Bucciuolo  d*Orli 
Angiolieri,  a  native  of  Cignana  in  the 
Florentine  territory,  was  bom  in  1405  and 
died  in  1460.  He  was  the  friend,  and  has 
been  described  as  the  pupil,  of  Benozzo 
Grozzoli ;  which  latter  statement  is  not  likely 
to  be  correct,  since  their  ages  were  nearly 
the  same,  as  are  also  the  dates  of  their 
earliest  known  pictures. 

''He  is  said  by  some  to  have  been  the 
first  to  introduce  a  perfectly  nude  figure  in 
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a  devotional  subject  (the  St.  Sebastian  now 
at  Florence) ;  an  opinion  which  Professor 
Ehrenhaupt  has  called  in  question,  by  fixing 
the  date  of  the  five  anonymous  frescoes  in 
the  Church  of  Sant*  Andrea  d*01tr  'arno, 
which  contain  several  nude  figures,  at  a 
period  antecedent  to  that  in  which  he  flour- 
ished. His  works  are  to  be  met  with  at 
Florence,  at  Lucca,  and  in  one  or  two  cities 
of  Germany.  The  present  picture,  though 
ostensibly  representing  St.  Agnes,  is  the 
portrait  of  Blanzifiore  dall  'Ambra,  a  lady  to 
whom  the  painter  was  deeply  attached,  and 
who  died  early.  The  circumstances  con- 
nected by  tradition  with  the  painting  of 
this  picture  are  of  a  peculiarly  melancholy 
nature. 

"It  appears  that,  in  the  vicissitudes  of 
faction,  the  lady's  family  were  exiled  from 
Florence,  and  took  refuge  at  Lucca ;  where 
some  of  them  were  delivered  by  treachery 
to  their  enemies  and  put  to  death.  These 
accumulated  misfortunes  (not  the  least 
among  which  was  the  separation  from  her 
lover,  who,  on  account  of  his  own  ties  and 
connections,  could  not  quit  Florence),  preyed 
fatally  on  the  mind  and  health  of  Blanzifiore ; 
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and  before  many  months  had  passed,  she 
was  declared  to  be  beyond  medicinal  aid. 
No  sooner  did  she  learn  this,  than  her  first 
thought  was  of  the  misery  which  her  death 
would  occasion  her  lover;  and  she  insisted 
on  his  being  summoned  immediately  from 
Florence,  that  they  might  at  least  see  each 
other  once  again  upon  earth.  When,  on 
his  arrival,  she  witnessed  his  anguish  at 
thus  losing  her  for  ever,  Blanzifiore  declared 
that  she  would  rise  at  once  from  her  bed, 
and  that  Bucciuolo  should  paint  her  por- 
trait before  she  died;  for  so,  she  said, 
there  should  still  remain  something  to  him 
whereby  to  have  her  in  memory.  In  this 
will  she  persisted  against  all  remonstrance 
occasioned  by  the  fears  of  her  friends ;  and 
for  two  days,  though  in  a  dying  state,  she 
sat  with  wonderful  energy  to  her  lover:  dad 
in  her  most  sumptuous  attire,  and  arrayed 
with  all  her  jewels :  her  two  sisters  remaining 
constantly  at  her  side,  to  sustain  her  and 
supply  restoratives.  On  the  third  day, 
while  Bucciuolo  was  still  at  work,  she  died 
without  moving. 

**  After  her  death,  Bucciuolo  finished  the 
portrait,  and  added  to  it  the  attributes  of 
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St.  Agnes,  in  honour  of  her  purity.  He 
kept  it  always  near  him  during  his  lifetime ; 
and,  in  dying,  bequeathed  it  to  the  Church 
of  Santa  Agnese  dei  Lavoranti,  where  he 
was  buried  at  her  side.  During  all  the  years 
of  his  life,  after  the  death  of  Blanzifiore,  he 
remained  at  Lucca :  where  some  of  his  works 
are  still  to  be  found. 

"The  present  picture  has  been  copied 
many  times,  but  never  competently  engraved ; 
and  was  among  those  conveyed  to  Paris  by 
Bonaparte,  in  the  days  of  his  omnipotence." 

The  feeling  of  wonder  which  attained  be- 
wilderment, as  I  proceeded  with  this  notice, 
was  yet  less  strong  than  an  intense  pene- 
trating sympathy  excited  in  me  by  the 
unhappy  narrative,  which  I  could  not  easily 
have  accounted  for,  but  which  so  overcame 
me  that,  as  I  finished,  the  tears  stung  my 
eyes.  I  remained  for  some  time  leaning 
upon  the  bar  which  separated  me  from  the 
picture,  till  at  last  my  mind  settled  to  more 
definite  thought.  But  thought  here  only 
served  to  confound.  A  woman  had  then 
lived  four  hundred  years  since,  of  whom 
that  picture  was  the  portrait ;  and  my  own 
eyes  bore  me  witness  that  it  was  also  the 
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surpassingly  perfect  resemblance  of  a  woman 
now  living  and  breathing, —  of  my  own 
affianced  bride !  While  I  stood,  these  things 
grew  and  grew  upon  my  mind,  till  my 
thoughts  seemed  to  hustle  about  me  like 
pent-up  air. 

The  catalogue  was  still  open  in  my  hand ; 
and  now,  as  my  eyes  wandered,  in  aimless 
distraction,  over  the  page,  they  were  arrested 
by  these  words:  *^ No,  231.  Portrait  of 
Bucciuolo  Angiolieri painted  by  himself^  At 
first  my  bewildered  perceptions  scarcely  at- 
tached a  meaning  to  the  words;  yet,  owing 
no  doubt  to  the  direction  of  my  thoughts, 
my  eye  dwelt  upon  them,  and  continued  to 
peruse  them  over  and  over,  until  at  last 
their  purport  flashed  upon  me.  At  the  same 
instant  that  it  did  so,  I  turned  round  and 
glanced  rapidly  over  the  walls  for  the  num- 
ber: it  was  at  the  other  end  of  the  room. 
A  trembling  suspense,  with  something  almost 
of  involuntary  awe,  was  upon  me  as  I  ran 
towards  the  spot;  the  picture  was  hung  low; 
I  stooped  over  the  rail  to  look  closely  at  it, 
and  was  face  to  face  with  myself  I  I  can 
recall  my  feieling  at  that  moment,  only  as 
one  of  the  most  lively  and  exquisite  fear. 
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It  was  myself,  of  nearly  the  same  age  as 
mine  was  then,  but  perhaps  a  little  older. 
The  hair  and  beard  were  of  my  colour, 
trimmed  in  an  antique  fashion;  and  the 
dress  belonged  to  the  early  part  of  the 
fifteenth  century.  In  the  background  was  a 
portion  of  the  city  of  Florence.  One  of  the 
upper  corners  contained  this  inscription:  — 

ALBERTUS*  ORLITIS  ANGELERIUS 

fpsum  ipse 
iETAT.   SUiE   XXIV. 

That  it  was  my  portrait, —  that  the  St. 
Agnes  was  the  portrait  of  Mary, —  and  that 
both  had  been  painted  by  myself  four  hun- 
dred years  ago, —  this  now  rose  up  distinctly 
before  me  as  the  one  and  only  solution  of 
so  startling  a  mystery,  and  as  being,  in  fact, 
that  result  round  which,  or  some  portion  of 
which,  my  soul  had  been  blindly  hovering, 
uncertain  of  itself.  The  tremendous  expe- 
rience of  that  moment,  the  like  of  which 
has  never,  perhaps,  been  known  to  any  other 
man,  must  remain  undescribed;  since  the 
description,  read  calmly  at  common  leisure. 


*tAlberto,  Albertuccio,  Bertuccio,  Buccio,  Bucciuolo. 
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could  seem  but  fantastic  raving.  I  was  as 
one  who,  coming  after  a  wilderness  to  some 
city  dead  since  the  first  world,  should  find 
among  the  tombs  a  human  body  in  his  own 
exact  image,  embalmed;  having  the  black- 
ened coin  still  within  its  lips,  and  the  jars 
still  at  its  side,  in  honour  of  gods  whose 
very  names  are  abolished. 

After  the  first  incapable  pause,  during 
which  I  stood  rooted  to  the  spot,  I  could 
no  longer  endure  to  look  on  the  picture,  and 
turning  away,  fled  back  through  the  rooms 
and  into  the  street.  I  reached  it  with  the 
sweat  springing  on  my  forehead,  and  my 
face  felt  pale  and  cold  in  the  sun. 

As  I  hurried  homewards,  amid  all  the 
chaos  of  my  ideas,  I  had  clearly  resolved  on 
one  thing, —  namely,  that  I  would  leave 
Perugia  that  night  on  my  return  to  England. 
I  had  passports  which  would  carry  me  as  far 
as  the  confines  of  Italy;  and  when  there  I 
counted  on  somehow  getting  them  signed  at 
once  by  the  requisite  authorities,  so  as  to 
pursue  my  journey  without  delay. 

On  entering  my  room  in  the  hotel  where 
I  had  put  up,  I  found  a  letter  from  Mary 
lying  on  the  table.     I  was  too  much  agitated 
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with  conflicting  thoughts  to  open  it  at  once ; 
and  therefore  allowed  it  to  remain  till  my 
perturbation  should  in  some  measure  have 
subsided.  I  drew  the  blinds  before  my 
windows,  and  covered  my  face  to  think; 
my  forehead  was  still  damp  between  my 
hands.  At  least  an  hour  must  have  elapsed 
in  that  tumult  of  the  spirit  which  leaves  no 
impression  behind,  before  I  opened  the  letter. 

It  was  an  answer  to  the  one  which  I  had 
posted  before  leaving  Florence.  After  many 
questions  and  much  news  of  home,  there 
was  a  paragraph  which  ran  thus :  — 

"  The  account  you  give  me  of  the  works 
of  Bucciuolo  Angiolieri  interested  me  greatly. 
I  am  surprised  never  to  have  heard  you 
mention  him  before,  as  he  appears  to  End 
so  much  favour  with  you.  But  perhaps  he 
was  unknown  to  you  till  now.  How  I  wish  I 
could  stand  by  your  side  before  his  pictures, 
to  enjoy  them  with  you  and  hear  you  inter- 
pret their  beauties  I  I  assure  you  that  what 
you  say  about  them  is  so  vivid,  and  shows 
so  much  insight  into  all  the  meanings  of  the 
painter,  that,  while  reading,  I  could  scarcely 
divest  myself  of  the  impression  that  you 
were  describing  some  of  your  own  works." 

38 


SAINT  AGNES  OF  INTERCESSION 

As  I  finished  the  last  sentence,  the  paper 
fell  from  my  hands.  A  solemn  passage  of 
scripture  had  been  running  in  my  mind; 
and  as  I  again  lay  back  and  hid  my  now 
burning  and  fevered  face,  I  repeated  it 
aloud:  —  "How  unsearchable  are  Thy  judg- 
ments, and  Thy  ways  past  finding  out  1 " 

As  I  have  said,  my  intention  was  to  set 
out  from  Perugia  that  same  night ;  but  on 
making  enquiry,  I  found  that  it  would  be 
impossible  to  do  so  before  the  morning,  as 
there  was  no  conveyance  till  then.  Post- 
horses,  indeed,  I  might  have  had,  but  of 
this  my  resources  would  not  permit  me  to 
think.  That  was  a  troubled  and  gloomy 
evening  for  me.  I  wrote,  as  well  as  my 
disturbed  state  would  allow  me,  a  short 
letter  to  my  mother,  and  one  to  Mary,  to 
apprise  them  of  my  return;  after  which,  I 
went  early  to  bed,  and,  contrary  to  my 
expectations,  was  soon  asleep. 

That  night  I  had  a  dream,  which  has 
remained  as  clear  and  whole  in  my  memory 
as  the  events  of  the  day:  and  so  strange 
were  those  events — so  apart  from  the  rest 
of  my  life  till  then, —  that  I  could  sometimes 
almost  persuade  myself  that  my  dream  of 
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that  night  also  was  not  without  a  mystic 
reality. 

I  dreamt  that  I  was  in  London,  at  the 
exhibition  where  my  picture  had  been ;  but 
in  the  place  of  my  picture,  which  I  could 
not  see,  there  hung  the  St.  Agnes  of  Perugia. 
A  crowd  was  before  it;  and  I  heard  several 
say  that  it  was  against  the  rules  to  hang 
that  picture,  for  that  the  painter  (naming 
me)  was  dead.  At  this,  a  woman  who  was 
there  began  to  weep :  I  looked  at  her  and 
perceived  it  to  be  Mary.  She  had  her  arm 
in  that  of  a  man  who  appeared  to  wear  a 
masquerade  dress;  his  back  was  towards 
me,  and  he  was  busily  writing  on  some 
tablets;  but  on  peering  over  his  shoulder, 
I  saw  that  his  pencil  left  no  mark  where  it 
passed,  which  he  did  not  seem  to  perceive, 
however,  going  on  as  before.  I  spoke  to 
Mary,  but  she  continued  crying  and  did  not 
look  up.  I  then  touched  her  companion  on 
the  shoulder;  but  finding  that  he  paid  no 
attention,  I  shook  him  and  told  him  to 
resign  that  lady's  arm  to  me,  as  she  was 
my  bride.  He  then  turned  round  suddenly, 
and  showed  me  my  own  face  with  the  hair 
and  beard   quaintly  cut,  as  in  the   portrait 
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of  Bucciuolo.  After  looking  mournfully  at 
me,  he  said,  "  Not  mine,  friend,  but  neither 
thine:**  and  while  he  spoke,  his  face  fell 
in  like  a  dead  face.  Meantime,  every  one 
seemed  pale  and  uneasy,  and  they  began  to 
whisper  in  knots ;  and  all  at  once  I  found 
opposite  me  the  critic  I  met  at  the  gallery, 
who  was  saying  something  I  could  not 
understand,  but  so  fast  that  he  panted  and 
kept  wiping  his  forehead.  Then  my  dream 
changed.  I  was  going  up  stairs  to  my  room 
at  home,  where  I  thought  Mary  was  waiting 
to  sit  for  her  portrait.  The  staircase  was 
quite  dark ;  and  as  I  went  up,  the  voices  of 
several  persons  I  knew  passed  by  me,  as  if 
they  were  descending;  and  sometimes  my 
own  among  them.  I  had  reached  the  top, 
and  was  feeling  for  the  handle  of  the  door, 
when  it  was  opened  suddenly  by  an  angel ; 
and  looking  in,  I  saw,  not  Mary,  but  a 
woman  whose  face  was  hidden  with  white 
light,  and  who  had  a  lamb  beside  her  that 
was  bleating  aloud.  She  knelt  in  the  middle 
of  the  room,  and  I  heard  her  say  several 
times :  "  O  Lord  it  is  more  than  he  can  bear. 
Spare  him,  O  Lord,  for  her  sake  whom  he 
consecrated  to  me."    After  this,  music  came 
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out  of  heaven,  and  I  thought  to  have  heard 
speech;  but  instead,  there  was  silence  that 
woke  me. 

This  dream  must  have  occurred  repeatedly 
in  the  course  of  the  night,  for  I  remember 
waking  up  in  perfect  darkness,  overpowered 
with  fear,  and  crying  out  in  the  words  which 
I  had  heard  spoken  by  the  woman;  and 
when  I  woke  in  the  morning,  it  was  from 
the  same  dream,  and  the  same  words  were 
on  my  lips. 

During  the  two  days  passed  at  Perugia, 
I  had  not  had  time  to  think  of  the  picture 
I  was  engaged  upon,  which  had  therefore 
remained  in  its  packing-case,  as  had  also 
the  rest  of  my  baggage.  I  was  thus  in 
readiness  to  start  without  further  prelim- 
inaries. My  mind  was  so  confused  and 
disturbed  that  I  have  but  a  faint  recollection 
of  that  morning ;  to  the  agitating  events  of 
the  previous  day,  my  dream  had  now  added, 
in  spite  of  myself,  a  vague  foreboding  of 
calamity. 

No  obstacle  occurred  throughout  the 
course  of  my  journey,  which  was,  even  at 
tnat  recent  date,  a  longer  one  than  it  is  now. 
The  whole  time,  with  me,  was  occupied  by 
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one  haunting  and  despotic  idea:  it  accom- 
panied me  all  day  on  the  road ;  and  if  we 
paused  at  night  it  either  held  me  awake  or 
drove  all  rest  from  my  sleep.  It  is  owing  to 
this,  I  suppose,  that  the  wretched  mode  of 
conveyance,  the  evil  roads,  the  evil  weather, 
the  evil  inns,  the  harassings  of  petty  author- 
ities, and  all  those  annoyances  which  are  set 
as  close  as  milestones  all  over  the  Continent, 
remain  in  my  memory  only  with  a  general 
sense  of  discomfort.  Moreover,  on  the  day 
when  I  left  Perugia  I  had  felt  the  seeds  of 
fever  already  in  my  veins ;  and  during  the 
journey  this  oppression  kept  constantly  on 
the  increase.  I  was  obliged,  however,  care- 
fully to  conceal  it,  since  the  panic  of  the 
cholera  was  again  in  Europe,  and  any  sign 
of  illness  would  have  caused  me  to  be  left 
at  once  on  the  road. 

By  the  night  of  my  arrival  in  London,  I 
felt  that  I  was  truly  and  seriously  ill ;  and, 
indeed,  during  the  last  part  of  the  journey, 
physical  suffering  had  for  the  first  time 
succeeded  in  partially  distracting  my  thought 
from  the  thing  which  possessed  it.  The  first 
inquiries  I  made  of  my  family  were  regarding 
Mary.    I  learned  that  she  at  least  was  still 
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in  good  health,  and  anxiously  looking  for 
my  arrival ;  that  she  would  have  been  there, 
indeed,  but  that  I  had  not  been  expected 
till  a  day  later.  This  was  a  weight  taken 
from  my  heart.  After  scarcely  more  than 
an  hour  passed  among  my  family,  I  repaired 
to  my  bed;  both  body  and  mind  had  at 
length  a  perfect  craving  for  rest.  My  mother, 
immediately  on  my  arrival,  had  noticed  my 
flushed  and  haggard  appearance ;  but  when 
questioned  by  her  I  attributed  this  to  the 
fatigues  of  travelling. 

In  spite  of  my  extreme  need  of  sleep,  and 
the  wish  I  felt  for  it,  I  believe  that  I  slept 
but  little  that  night.  I  am  not  certain, 
however,  for  I  can  only  remember  that  as 
soon  as  I  lay  down  my  head  began  to  whirl 
till  I  seemed  to  be  lifted  out  of  my  bed ;  but 
whether  this  were  in  waking  or  a  part  of 
some  distempered  dream,  I  cannot  deter- 
mine. This,  however,  is  the  last  thing  I 
can  recall.  The  next  morning  I  was  in  a 
raging  fever,  which  lasted  for  five  weeks. 

Health  and  consciousness  came  back  to 
me  by  degrees,  as  light  and  air  towards  the 
outlet  of  a  long  vault.  At  length,  one  day, 
I  sat  up  in  bed  for  the  first  time.     My  head 
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felt  light  in  the  pillows ;  and  the  sunshine 
that  warmed  the  room  made  my  blood  creep 
refreshingly.  My  father  and  mother  were 
both  with  me. 

As  sense  had  deserted  my  mind,  so  had 
it  returned,  in  the  form  of  one  constant 
thought.  But  this  was  now  grown  peremp- 
tory, absolute,  uncompromising,  and  seemed 
to  cry  within  me  for  speech,  till  silence  be- 
came a  torment.  To-day,  therefore,  feeling 
for  the  first  time,  since  my  gradual  recovery, 
enough  of  strength  for  the  effort,  I  resolved 
that  I  would  at  last  tell  the  whole  to  my 
parents.  Having  first  warned  them  of  the 
extraordinary  nature  of  the  disclosure  I  was 
about  to  make,  I  accordingly  began.  Before 
I  had  gone  far  with  my  story,  however,  my 
mother  fell  back  in  her  seat,  sobbing  vio- 
lently; then  rose,  and  running  up  to  me, 
kissed  me  many  times,  still  sobbing  and 
calling  me  her  poor  boy.  She  then  left  the 
room.  I  looked  towards  my  father,  and 
saw  that  he  had  turned  away  his  face.  In  a 
few  moments  he  rose  also  without  looking  at 
me,  and  went  out  as  my  mother  had  done. 

I  could  not  quite  account  for  this,  but  was 
so  weary  of  doubt  and  conjecture,  that  I  was 
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content  to  attribute  it  to  the  feelings  excited 
by  my  narration  and  the  pity  for  all  those 
troubles  which  the  events  I  spoke  of  had 
brought  upon  me.  It  may  appear  strange, 
but  I  believe  it  to  have  been  the  fact,  that 
the  startling  and  portentous  reality  which 
those  events  had  for  me,  while  it  left  me 
fully  prepared  for  wonder  and  perturbation 
on  the  part  of  my  hearers,  prevented  the 
idea  from  even  occurring  to  me  that,  as  far 
as  belief  went,  there  could  be  more  hesitation 
in  another's  than  in  my  own. 

It  was  not  long  before  my  father  returned. 
On  my  questioning  him  as  to  the  cause  of 
my  mother's  excitement,  he  made  no  explicit 
answer,  but  begged  to  hear  the  remainder  of 
what  I  had  to  disclose.  I  went  on,  therefore, 
and  told  my  tale  to  the  end.  When  I  had 
finished,  my  father  again  appeared  deeply 
affected;  but  soon  recovering  himself,  en- 
deavoured, by  reasoning,  to  persuade  me 
either  that  the  circumstances  I  had  described 
had  no  foundation  save  in  my  own  diseased 
fancy,  or  else  that  at  the  time  of  their  occur- 
rence incipient  illness  had  caused  me  to 
magnify  very  ordinary  events  into  marvels 
and  omens. 
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Finding  that  I  still  persisted  in  my  con- 
yiction  of  their  actuality,  he  then  informed 
me  that  the  matters  I  had  related  were 
already  known  to  himself  and  to  my  mother 
through  the  disjointed  ravings  of  my  long 
delirium,  in  which  I  had  dwelt  on  the  same 
theme  incessantly;  and  that  their  grief, 
which  I  had  remarked,  was  occasioned  by 
hearing  me  discourse  thus  connectedly  on 
the  same  wild  and  unreal  subject,  after  they 
had  hoped  me  to  be  on  the  road  to  recovery. 
To  convince  me  that  this  could  merely  be 
the  effect  of  prolonged  illness,  he  led  me  to 
remark  that  I  had  never  till  then  alluded  to 
the  topic,  either  by  word  or  in  any  of  my 
letters,  although,  by  my.  account,  the  chain 
of  coincidences  had  already  begun  before  I 
left  England.  Lastly,  he  implored  me  most 
earnestly  at  once  to  resist  and  dispel  this 
fantastic  brain-sickness,  lest  the  same  idea, 
allowed  to  retain  possession  of  my  mind, 
might  end, — as  he  dreaded  to  think  that  it 
indeed  might, — by  endangering  my  reason. 

My  father's  last  words  struck  me  like  a 
stone  in  the  mouth;  there  was  no  longer 
any  answer  thSft  I  could  make.  I  was  very 
weak  at  the  time,  and  I  believe  I  lay  down 
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in  my  bed  and  sobbed.  I  remember  it  was 
on  that  day  that  it  seemed  to  me  of  no  use 
to  see  Mary  again,  or,  indeed,  to  strive  again ' 
after  any  aim  I  had  had,  and  that  for  the 
first  time  I  wished  to  die ;  and  then  it  was 
that  there  came  distinctly,  such  as  it  may 
never  have  come  to  any  other  man,  the 
unutterable  suspicion  of  the  vanity  of  death. 
From  that  day  until  I  was  able  to  leave 
my  bed,  I  never  in  any  way  alluded  to  the 
same  terrible  subject;  but  I  feared  my 
father's  eye  as  though  I  had  been  indeed  a 
madman.  It  is  a  wonder  that  I  did  not 
really  lose  my  senses.  I  lived  in  a  continual 
panic  lest  I  should  again  speak  of  that 
matter  unconsciously,  and  used  to  repeat 
inwardly,  for  hours  together,  words  enjoining 
myself  to  silence.  Several  friends  of  the 
family,  who  had  made  constant  inquiries 
during  my  illness,  now  wished  to  see  me; 
but  this  I  strictly  refused,  being  in  fear  that 
my  incubus  might  get  the  better  of  me,  and 
that  I  might  suddenly  implore  them  to  say 
if  they  had  any  recollection  of  a  former 
existence.  Even  a  voice  or  a  whistle  from 
the  street  would  set  me  womlering  whether 
that  man  also  &ad  lived  before,  and  if  so, 
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why  I  alone  should  be  cursed  with  this  awful 
knowledge.  It  was  useless  even  to  seek 
relief  in  books ;  for  the  name  of  any  histor- 
ical character  occurring  at  once  disturbed 
my  fevered  mind  with  conjectures  as  to 
what  name  its  possessor  now  bore,  who  he 
was,  and  in  what  country  his  lot  was  cast. 

For  another  week  after  that  day  I  was 
confined  to  my  room,  and  then  at  last  I 
miglit  go  forth.  Latterly,  I  had  scarcely 
spoken  to  any  one,  but  I  do  not  think  that 
either  my  father  or  my  mother  imagined 
I  had  forgotten.  It  was  on  a  Sunday 
that  I  left  the  house  for  the  first  time. 
Some  person  must  have  been  buried  at  the 
neighbouring  church  very  early  that  morning, 
for  I  recollect  that  the  first  thing  I  heard 
upon  waking  was  the  funeral  bell.  I  had 
had,  during  the  night,  but  a  restless  throb- 
bing kind  of  sleep;  and  I  suppose  it  was 
my  excited  nerves  which  made  me  wait  with 
a  feeling  of  ominous  dread  through  the  long 
pauses  of  the  tolling,  unbroken  as  they  were 
by  any  sound  from  the  silent  Sunday  streets, 
except  the  twitter  of  birds  about  the  house- 
tops. The  last  knell  had  long  ceased,  and 
I  had  been  lying  for  some  time  in  bitter 
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reverie,  when  the  bells  began  to  ring  for 
church.  I  cannot  express  the  sudden  refresh- 
ing joy  which  filled  me  at  that  moment.  I 
rose  from  my  bed,  and  kneeling  down,  prayed 
while  the  sound  lasted. 

On  joining  my  parents  at  breakfast,  I 
made  my  mother  repeat  to  me  once  more 
how  many  times  Mary  had  called  during  my 
illness,  and  all  that  she  had  said  and  done. 
They  told  me  that  she  would  probably  be 
there  that  morning;  but  my  impatience 
would  not  permit  me  to  wait;  I  must  go 
and  seek  her  myself  at  once.  Often  already, 
said  my  parents,  she  had  wished  and  begged 
to  see  me,  but  they  had  feared  for  my 
strength.  This  was  in  my  thoughts  as  I 
left  the  house ;  and  when,  shutting  the  door 
behind  me,  I  stood  once  again  in  the  living 
sunshine,  it  seemed  as  if  her  love  burst 
around  me  like  music. 

I  set  out  hastily  in  the  well-known  direc- 
tion of  Mary's  house.  While  I  walked 
through  the  crowded  streets,  the  sense  of 
reality  grew  upon  me  at  every  step,  and  for 
the  first  time  during  some  months  I  felt  a 
man  among  men.  Any  artist  or  thoughtful 
man  whatsoever,  whose  life  has  passed  in  a 
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large  city,  can  scarcely  fail,  in  course  of  time, 
to  have  some  association  connecting  each 
spot  continually  passed  and  repassed  with 
the  labours  of  his  own  mind.  In  the  woods 
and  fields  every  place  has  its  proper  spell 
and  mystery,  and  needs  no  consecration  from 
thought;  but  wherever  in  the  daily  walk 
through  the  thronged  and  jarring  city,  the 
soul  has  read  some  knowledge  from  life,  or 
laboured  towards  some  birth  within  its  own 
silence,  there  abides  the  glory  of  that  hour, 
and  the  cloud  rests  there  before  an  unseen 
tabernacle.  And  thus  now,  with  myself,  old 
trains  of  thought  and  the  conceptions  of 
former  years  came  back  as  I  passed  from 
one  swarming  resort  to  another,  and  seemed, 
by  contrast,  to  wake  my  spirit  from  its  wild 
and  fantastic  broodings  to  a  consciousness 
of  something  like  actual  existence;  as  the 
mere  reflections  of  objects,  sunk  in  the  vague 
pathless  water,  appear  almost  to  strengthen 
it  into  substance. 
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We  take  unusual 
pleasure,  as  we  have 
before  intimated,  in 
calling  attention  to 
Mr.  Mosher's  publi- 
cations, first,  because 
of  their  intrinsic  ex- 
cellence as  represen- 
tative of  the  best 
literature ;  second  be- 
cause of  the  excep- 
tionally refined  taste 
and  thoughtful  pains 
with  which  they  are 
designed  and  made; 
third,  because  of  the 
reallymoderate  prices 
at  which  they  are  of- 
fered to  the  public; 
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and  fourth,  because 
they  come  from  a  city 
which  is  not  ordina^ 
rily  considered  a  cen- 
ter of  the  publishing 
trade.  Portland, 
Maine,  may  well  be 
proud  of  its  produc- 
tion of  these  books, 
and  Mr.  Mosher  has 
laid  a  good  many  peo- 
ple under  consider- 
able obligations  to 
him,  and  for  more 
reasons  than  one. — 
Tbe  Literary  World, 
November  27,  1897. 
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iiJ    ET us  assume"  wrote  Shellejf  i 

L/  Defence  of  Poetry,  **  let  us  assu 
that  Homer  was  a  drunkard^  that  Virgil 
was  a  flatterer t  that  Horace  was  a  cawardy 
that  Tasso  was  a  madman^  that  Lord  Bacon 
was  a  peculator,  that  T{aphael  was  a  liber- 
tine, that  Spenser  was  a  poet  laureate  .  .  . 
Their  errors  have  been  weighed  and  found 
to  have  been  dust  in  the  balance;  if  their 
*  sins  were  as  scarlet,  they  are  now  white  as 
snow  * ;  they  have  been  washed  in  the  blood 
of  the  mediator  and  redeemer,  Time." 

Paul  Verlaine  was  born  at  Met^  in  1844, 
and  died  in  Paris,  January  loth,  i8g6.  It 
seems,  indeed,  scarce  yesterday  since  he,  the 
latest  of  *  our  sad  bad  glad  mad  brothers* 
found  the  *  Limit  of  Lands  and  of  Life.* 
To  no  man  more  than  he,  could  Shelley's 
words  be  better  applied.  Friend  and  foe 
alike  have  vied  in  stripping  him  of  every 
vestige  of  reputation;  one  thing  only,  his 
bitterest  traducer  cotild  not  choose  but 
admit, — the  eocquisite  poetry  of  such  verse 
as  Chanson  d*automne,  the  Avant  que  tu 
ne  t'en  allies,  and  II  pleure  dans  mon 
cceur. 


'But,  it  has  been  said,  *  such  is  the  tenuitjf 
of  bis  passion,  such  bis  elusive  lights  and 
shadows  \ — bis  best  and  worst,  bow  trans- 
late them  ?  If,  as  be  contended,  poetrjf  was 
meant  for  ear  rather  than  for  eye,  any  Eng- 
lish equivalent  is  palpably  impossible.  One 
feels  however  that  a  brilliant  paradox  has 
been  uttered;  that  as  a  matter  of  literary 
technique  in  the  versions  here  given,  we  not 
only  bear  the  far  faint  horns  of  Poesy, 
but  behold  the  elfin  silhouettes  projected 
against  mystic  moonlight  backgrounds  ! 

Yes!  '  //  was  music  ever  and  evermore  *, 
with  Paul  yerlaine,  and  no  fantastic  the- 
ory of  decadence  suffices  to  belittle  him  or 
bemock  us,  bis  admirers.  For  whether  we 
consider  Catullus  or  the  nameless  singers 
of  the  Anthology,  Villon  of  the  fifteenth  or 
Baudelaire  of  the  nineteenth  century,  maimed 
lives  and  lost  souls  though  they  be,  yet  we 
have  to  do  with  men  of  imperishable  lyric 
gift,  and  this  alone  concerns  us. 

For  March: 
Browning's  "Men  and  Women" 

v4  '^^eview  by 

William  Morris. 


LYRICS 

from 

PAUL  VERLAINE 


'Pas«  gnaws  at  my  heart  like  a  rat  that  gnaws  at  a  beam 
In  the  dusky  dark  of  a  gbost-frequented  bouse  ; 

And  I  dream  of  tbe  days  forgotten,  of  love  the  dream, 
Tbe  desire  of  her  eyes  unappeased,  and  the  peace  of  her  brows. 

I  can  hear  the  old  rat  gnaw  in  tbe  dark  by  night, 
In  the  deep  overshadowing  dust  that  the  years  have  cast ; 

He  gnaws  at  my  heart  that  is  empty  of  all  delight. 
He  stirs  tbe  dust  where  the  feet  of  my  dreams  bad  passed. 

ARTHUR  SYMONS. 


^ 


4  4  T^OEMES  SATURN/ENS  was  the  first  as  it  is  the 
r"^    freshest   and   in   some   respects   the  finest  of 

Verlaine's   volumes  of  verse It 

appeared  in  z866  and  was  followed  two  years  later  by 
FHes  gatantes,  an  entirely  novel  collection  of  tender  and 
sensuous  idylls  swathed  in  the  sentiment  of  the  seventeenth 
century.  La  bonne  Chanson  (1870)  is  a  pure  and  joyous  song 
of  the  one  calm  period  in  Verlaine's  Itfe,  when  love  led  him 
into  a  sweeter  atmosphere.  After  his  marriage  he  was 
mixed  up  with  the  Commune.  Thereupon  he  took  refuge 
in  England  and  lived  an  obscure  and  chequered  existence 
for  about  ten  years.  His  1(omances  sans  paroles  (1874)  are 
the  only  poems  belonging  ostensibly  to  this  period,  which 
was  probably  one  of  wasteful  excess,  for  in  x88i  he  pub- 
lished Sagesse,  a  volume  of  pious  verse  inspired  by  remorse 
and  filled  with  a  longing  for  better  things  than  the  husks 
that  the  swine  do  eat.  Jadis  et  nagvkre  (in  1884)  was  a 
return  to  his  earlier  ideals  of  the  poetic  art,  and  tAmour 
(in  1888)  renewed  the  note  of  Sagesse/*  and  there  have  been 
many  volumes  since.    .    .    . 

"  Among  a  thousand  broken  lights  and  shapes  there  are 
alwasrs  glimpses  of  the  true  in  his  song.  .  .  .  He 
has  given  a  new  colour  to  the  language  of  emotion  and 
a  new  turn  to  the  subtleties  of  ideal  thought  In  striving 
to  enfranchise  himself  from  certain  narrow  moulds  of 
poetical  expression  he  has  achieved  by  sheer  instinct  the 
supreme  triumph  of  the  art  of  the  nineteenth  century  — 
that  subordination  of  conventional  forms  to  the  individual 

« 

vision  and  voice  whicl)  was  the  work  of  Turner  in  painting, 
of  Wagner  in  music  and  of  Carlyle  in  letters.  So  far  from 
initiating  the  decadence  of  French  verse,  it  is  not  unlikely 
that  the  impassioned  and  spiritual  poetry  of  Paul  Verlatne 
will  usher  in  a  new  era  and  vindicate  afresh  the  indefeasible 
privilege  of  genius." 

WILLIAM  JOHN   ROBERTSON. 


POEMES   SATURNIENS. 
(1866.) 

CHANSON  D»AUTOMNE. 

I. 

LES  sanglots  longs 
Des  violons 
De  Tautomne 
Blessent  mon  coeur 
D*une  langueur 
Monotone. 

Tout  suffocant 
£t  bl6me,  quand 

Sonne  llieure, 
Je  me  souviens 
Des  jours  andens 

£t  je  pleure. 

£t  je  m'en  vais 
Au  vent  mauvais 

Qui  m*emporte 
De^k,  deli 
Pareil  k  la 

Feuille  morte. 
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II. 

The  long-drawn  sighs, 
Like  violin-cries, 

Of  autumn  wailing, 
Lull  in  my  soul 
The  languorous  shoal 

Of  thoughts  assailing. 

Wan,  as  whom  knells 
Of  funeral  bells 

Bemoan  and  banish, 
I  weep  upon 
Days  dead  and  gone 

With  dreams  that  vanish ; 

Then  helpless  swing 
On  the  wind's  wing ; 

Tossed  hither  and  thither 
As  winter  sweeps 
From  swirling  heaps 

Worn  leaves  that  wither. 

W.   J.   ROBERTSON. 
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THREE  SONNETS: 

I. 
RESIGNATION. 


E 


YEN  as  a  child  I  dreamed  of  thee,  Light-blender, 
Kohinoor  I   Of  Persian  pomp  and  Papal  splendour, 
Heliogabalus  and  Sardanap^l  1 


Beneath  the  golden  domes  my  fancy  haunted 
Were  perfumes  rare  and  melodies  enchanted 
In  harems  built  for  pleasures  sensual. 

And  now,  more  calm,  though  not  with  colder  heart, 
But  knowing  life  and  prone  to  melancholy. 
Late  have  I  learned  to  curb  my  youthful  folly. 

Yet  not  too  much  resigned  to  play  this  part. 

My  soul,  since  the  sublime  will  not  unbend. 
Spurn  elegance,  the  lees  of  all  things  human  ! 
Still,  as  erewhile,  I  hate  the  pretty  woman, 

The  facile  rhyme  and  eke  the  prudent  friend. 
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II. 

WEARINESS. 

SOFT,  soft,  I  pray,  sweet  heart  that  pants  and  presses ! 
Oh  calm  awhile  those  feverish  ecstasies  I 
Even  at  the  height  of  transport  she  is  wise 
Whose  warmth  a  sister's  tranquil  love  confesses. 

Be  languishing  I    And  lull  me  with  your  sighs, 
As  with  your  slumberous  looks  and  slow  caresses ; 
Not  the  fierce  clasp  nor  the  spasm  that  possesses 

Is  worth  one  lingering  kiss,  even  one  that  lies  I 

But,  in  your  golden  heart,  you  say,  dear  child. 
Love  blows  her  oliphant  with  longings  wild !  .  .  . 
There  let  the  gipsy  trumpet  in  her  fashion ! 

Lay  on  my  brow  your  brow,  your  hand  in  mine. 
Breathe  vows,  to  break  them  with  the  morrow's  shine, 
And  let  us  weep  till  dawn,  O  soul  of  passion ! 
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III. 

ANGUISH. 

NATURE,  thou  movst  me  not  at  all,  nor  fields 
That  nurse  mankind,  nor  rosy  echoes  tender 
Of  Southern  pastorals,  nor  auroral  splendour, 
Nor  saddening  calm  that  solemn  sunset  yields. 

I  laugh  at  Art,  I  hold  man  in  derision, 

Verse,  song,  Greek  temples,  towers  whose  spirals  rise 
Wreathed  in  the  void  of  vast  cathederal  skies; 

And  good  and  ill  to  me  are  one  vain  vision. 

I  have  no  faith  in  God.    Thought  I  despise 
And  spurn,  and  as  for  that  old  tale  of  lies. 
Love,  let  them  speak  of  it  to  me  no  more  i 

Life-wearied,  fearing  death ;  like  a  lost  vessel. 

Light  plaything  tossed  betwixt  wild  surge  and  shore, 
My  soul  with  fate's  last  storm  prepares  to  wrestle. 

.  W.  J.   ROBERTSON. 
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THE  LOVER'S  HOUR. 

Low  lies  the  moon  red  in  the  smoky  sky, 
And  in  a  dancing  mist  the  meadow-land 
Lies  asleep,  veiled ;  a  frog  croaks  near  at  hand, 
'Mid  green  reeds  where  a  shiver  rustles  by. 

The  water-lilies  close  their  crowns  in  sleep ; 
Far  distant  poplars,  straight  and  closely  bound, 
Profile  uncertain  shadows ;  on  the  ground 
Towards  the  thickets  now  the  glow-worms  creep. 

The  screech-owls  wake  and  pass  in  silent  flight. 
With  heavy  soft  wings  fanning  the  dark  air; 
The  zenith  fills  with  glimmerings,  faintly  clear. 
Venus  emerges,  pale,  and  it  is  Night. 

A.   BERNARD   MIALL. 
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THE  NIGHTINGALE. 

WITH  noisy  flight  of  birds  that  seek  the  tree 
All  my  stirred  memories  swoop  down  on  me, 
Swoop  down  on  my  sere  heart's  once  leafy  pillow 
Whose  withered  boughs,  glassed  like  a  bending  willow, 
Gloom  in  the  violet  waters  of  Regret 
That  flow  beneath  in  sullen  rivulet ; 
Swoop  down,  ere  yet  the  breath  ofvaporous  breezes 
Risen  in  the  dusk  their  clamorous  sound  appeases, 
And  in  the  tree  it  dies  away,  until 
The  moment  comes  when  all  is  hushed  and  still, 
.  AH  save  thy  voice,  hymning  the  Absent  Lover, 
All  save  thy  voice  —  O  tremulous  sighs  that  hover  I  — 
Sweet  bird,  soul  of  my  First  Love,  ever  young. 
And  singing  as  on  the  first  day  she  sung; 
And  now  beneath  a  moon  whose  sorrowing  splendour 
Waxes  in  solemn  sadness,  wan  and  tender, 
The  mournful  night,  heavy  with  summer  heat. 
Full  of  dim  shadows,  full  of  silence  sweet. 
Lulls  in  blue  air,  wherethrough  a  soft  wind  shivers, 
The  bird  that  weeps  and  the  worn  tree  that  quivers. 

W.   J.    ROBERTSON. 
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FETES  GALANTES. 

(1868.) 

I. 

"  Never  shall  I  forget  the  first 
enchantment  of  Les  FHes  Galantes. 
Here  all  is  twilight  The  royal 
magnificences  of  uie  sunset  have 
passed,  the  solemn  beatitude  of 
the  night  is  at  hand  but  not  yet 
here;  the  ways  are  veiled  with 
shadow,  and  lit  with  dresses, 
white,  that  the  hour  has  touched 
with  blue,  yellow,  green,  mauve, 

\M  A  -KTrxf^r  T XTTT  *°*^  undcddcd  purple ;  the  voices ? 

jn,AISl/UL*iMll«.  strange    contraltos;    the    forms? 

not  those  of  men  or  women,  but 
mysttc,  hybrid  creatures,  with 
hands  nen'ous  and  pale,  and  eyes 
charged  with  eager  and  fitful 
light  .  .  .  *'im  soir  Equivoque 
dPautomne/'  .  .  .  **les  belles 
pendent  riveuses  Jt  nos  bras."  .  . 
and  they  whisper  **les  mots 
spiciaux  et  tout  bos." 


GBORGB  MOORB. 


THE  singers  of  serenades 
Whisper  their  faded  vows 
Unto  fair  listening  maids 
Under  the  singing  boughs. 

Tircis,  Aminte,  are  there, 
Clitandre  is  over-long. 

And  Damis  for  many  a  fair 
Tyrant  makes  many  a  song. 
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Their  short  vests,  silken  and  bright, 
Their  long  pale  silken  trains, 

Their  elegance  of  delight, 
Twine  soft  blue  silken  chains. 

And  the  mandolines  and  they, 
FaintUer  breathing,  swoon 

Into  the  rose  and  grey 
Ecstasy  of  the  moon. 
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ir. 

DANS  L'ALLfiE. 

As  in  the  age  of  shepherd  king  and  queen , 
Painted  and  frail  amid  her  nodding  bows, 
Under  the  sombre  branches,  and  between 
The  green  and  mossy  garden-ways  she  goes, 
With  little  mincing  airs  one  keeps  to  pet 
A  darling  and  provoking  perroquet. 
Her  long-trained  robe  is  blue,  the  fan  she  holds 
With  fluent  fingers  girt  with  heavy  rings, 
So  vaguely  hints  of  vague  erotic  things 
That  her  eye  smiles,  musing  among  its  folds. 
—  Blonde  too,  a  tiny  nose,  a  rosy  mouth. 
Artful  as  that  sly  patch  that  makes  more  sly, 
In  her  divine  unconscious  pride  of  youth. 
The  slightly  simpering  sparkle  of  the  eye. 


66 


III. 

CYTHfeRE. 

BY  favourable  breezes  fanned, 
A  trellised  arbour  is  at  hand 
To  shield  us  from  the  summer  airs ; 

The  scent  of  roses,  fainting  sweet, 
Afloat  upon  the  summer  heat, 

Blends  with  the  perfume  that  she  wears. 

True  to  the  promise  her  eyes  gave, 
She  ventures  all,  and  her  mouth  rains 
A  dainty  fever  through  my  veins ; 

And  Love,  fulfilling  all  things,  save 

Hunger,  we  'scape,  with  sweets  and  ices, 
The  folly  of  Love's  sacrifices. 
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IV. 
LES  INDOLENTS. 

BAH  1  spite  of  Fate,  that  says  us  nay, 
Suppose  we  die  together,  eh  ? 

—  A  rare  conclusion  you  discover ! 

—  What's  rare  is  good.    Let  us  die  so, 
Like  lovers  in  Boccaccio. 

—  Hi  I  hi  I  hi  I  you  fantastic  lover ! 

—  Nay,  not  fantastic.     If  you  will. 
Fond,  surely  irreproachable. 

Suppose,  then,  that  we  die  together  ? 

—  Good  sir,  your  jests  are  fitlier  told 
Than  when  you  speak  of  love  or  gold. 

Why  speak  at  all,  in  this  glad  weather  ? 

Whereat,  behold  them  once  again, 
Tircis  beside  his  Dorim^ne, 

Not  far  from  two  blithe  rustic  rovers, 

For  some  caprice  of  idle  breath 
Deferring  a  delicious  death. 

Hi !  hi  1  hi !  what  fantastic  lovers ! 
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FANTOCHES. 


SCA.RAMOUCHE  waves  a  threatening  hand 
To  Pulcinella,  and  they  stand, 
Two  shadows,  black  against  the  moon. 

The  old  doctor  of  Bologna  pries 
For  simples  with  impassive  eyes, 
And  mutters  o'er  a  magic  rune. 

The  while  his  daughter,  scarce  half-dressed, 
Glides  slyly  'neath  the  trees,  in  quest 
Of  her  bold  pirate  lover's  sail; 

Her  pirate  from  the  Spanish  main. 
Whose  passion  thrills  her  in  the  pain 
Of  the  loud  languorous  nightingale. 
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VI. 
PANTOMIME. 

PIERROT,  no  sentimental  swain, 
Washes  a  pit^  down  again 
With  furtive  flagons,  white  and  red. 

Cassandre,  to  chasten  his  content, 
Greets  with  a  tear  of  sentiment 
His  nephew  disinherited. 

That  blackguard  of  a  Harlequin 
Pirouettes,  and  plots  to  win 
His  Columbine  that  flits  and  flies. 

Columbine  dreams,  and  starts  to  And 
A  sad  heart  sighing  in  the  wind. 
And  in  her  heart  a  voice  that  sighs. 
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VII. 
L' AMOUR  PAR  TERRE. 

THE  wind  the  other  evening  overthrew 
The  little  Love  who  smiled  so  mockingly 
Down  that  mysterious  alley,  so  that  we, 
Remembering,  mused  thereon  a  whole  day  through. 

The  wind  has  overthrown  him  1     The  poor  stone 
Lies  scattered  to  the  breezes.    It  is  sad 
To  see  the  lonely  pedestal,  that  had 

The  artist's  name,  scarce  visible,  alone, 

Oh  I  it  is  sad  to  see  the  pedestal 

Left  lonely  I  and  in  dream  I  seem  to  hear 
Prophetic  voices  whisper  in  my  ear 

The  lonely  and  despairing  end  of  all. 

Oh  t  it  is  sad  I    And  thou,  hast  thou  not  found 
One  heart-throb  for  the  pity,  though  thine  eye 
Lights  at  the  gold  and  purple  butterfly 

Brightening  the  littered  leaves  upon  the  ground  ? 
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VIII. 
A  CLYMfiNE. 

A/l  YSTiCAL  strains  unheard. 
i  T  i     A  song  without  a  word, 
Dearest,  because  thine  eyes, 
Pale  as  the  skies, 

Because  thy  voice,  remote 
As  the  far  clouds  that  float 
Veiling  for  me  the  whole 
Heaven  of  the  soul, 

Because  the  stately  scent 
Of  thy  swan's  whiteness,  blent 
With  the  white  lUy's  bloom 
Of  thy  perfume, 

Ah  I  because  thy  dear  love. 
The  music  breathed  above 
By  angels  halo-crowned, 
Odour  and  sound. 

Hath,  in  my  subtle  heart, 
With  some  mysterious  art 
Transposed  thy  harmony, 
So  let  it  be! 

THE  EIGHT  PRECEDING  LYRICS  TRANSLATED 
BY  ARTHUR   SYMONS. 
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IX. 
CLAIR  DE  LUNE. 

I. 

YOUR  soul  is  as  a  moonlit  landscape  fair, 
Peopled  with  maskers  delicate  and  dim, 
That  play  on  lutes  and  dance  and  have  an  air 
Of  being  sad  in  their  fantastic  trim. 

The  while  they  celebrate  in  minor  strain 
Triumphant  love,  effective  enterprbe, 

They  have  an  air  of  knowing  all  is  vain, — 

And  through  the  quiet  moonlight  their  songs  rise, 

The  melancholy  moonlight,  sweet  and  lone. 
That  makes  to  dream  the  birds  upon  the  tree. 

And  in  their  polished  basins  of  white  stone 
The  fountains  tall  to  sob  with  ecstasy. 

GERTRUDE   HALL. 


73 


II. 


How  like  a  well-kept  garden  is  your  soul, 
With  bergomask  and  solemn  minuet  1 
Playing  upon  the  lute  I    The  dancers  seem 
But  sad,  beneath  their  strange  habiliments. 
While,  in  the  minor  key,  their  songs  extol 
The  victor  Love,  and  life's  sweet  blandishments, 
Their  looks  belie  the  burden  of  their  lays. 
The  songs  that  mingle  with  the  still  moon-beams. 
So  strange,  so  beautiful,  the  pallid  rays ; 
Making  the  birds  among  the  branches  dream. 
And  sob  with  ecstasy  the  slender  jets. 

The  fountains  tall  that  leap  upon  the  lawns 
Amid  the  garden  gods,  the  marble  fauns. 

JOHN   GRAY. 
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LA  BONNE  CHANSON. 

(1870.) 

AUBADE. 

Avant  que  tu  ru  fen  ailles, 

BEFORE  the  flood  of  day  prevails, 
O  pale  star  of  morning  prime ! 

—  A  thousand  quails 

Are  singing,  singing  in  the  thyme. — 

Turn  on  me  thy  lingering  spark. 
Me  whose  eyes  are  filled  with  love; 

—  Lo !  the  lark 

Flutters  in  the  heavens  above. — 

Turn  thy  look,  bathed  in  the  bright 

Blue  splendour  of  the  shimmering  mom ; 

—  What  delight 

Dwells  in  fields  of  yellow  com !  — 

Till  my  thought  shines  through  and  through 
Sweetest  dreams    .    .    .    so  far,  so  far  I 

—  O  the  dew 

On  every  blade  of  grass  a  star ! 

Sweetest  dreams  that  dower  the  chaste 
Slumbers  of  my  dearest  one     .     .     . 

—  Haste,  oh  haste. 

For  yonder  comes  the  golden  sun ! 

W.   J.    ROBERTSON. 
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ROMANCES  SANS  PAROLES. 

(1874.) 

I. 

II pleure  dans  mon  cctur, 

TEARS  in  my  heart  that  weeps, 
Like  the  rain  upon  the  town. 
What  drowsy  languor  steeps 
In  tears  my  heart  that  weeps  ? 

O  sweet  sound  of  the  rain 
On  earth  and  on  the  roofs ! 
For  a  heart's  weary  pain 
O  the  song  of  the  rain  I 

Vain  tears,  vain  tears,  my  heart  I 
What,  none  hath  done  thee  wrong  ? 
Tears  without  reason  start, 
From  my  disheartened  heart. 

This  is  the  weariest  woe, 
O  heart,  of  love  and  hate 
Too  weary,  not  to  know 
Why  thou  hast  all  this  woe. 

ARTHUR   SYMONS. 
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II. 


THERE  are  tears  in  my  heart, 
There  is  rain  in  the  town ; 
What  bodeth  this  smart 
In  my  languorous  heart  ? 

O  soft  noise  of  the  rain 
Over  earth,  on  the  roof ! 
For  a  heart  sick  with  pain 
O  the  song  of  the  rain ! 

Tears  with  no  reason 
In  a  heart  out  of  heart. 
And  none  has  wrought  treason  ? 
This  grief  has  no  reason. 

*Tis  indeed  the  worst  woe, 
With  no  love  and  no  hate 
In  one's  heart,  not  to  know 
Why  one's  heart  has  such  woe. 

MICHAEL   FIELD. 


n 


GREEN. 

LEAVES  and  branches,  flowers  and  fruits  are  here ; 
And  here  my  heart,  which  throbs  alone  for  thee. 
Ah  1  do  not  wound  my  heart  with  those  two  dear 
White  hands,  but  take  the  poor  gift  tenderly. 

I  come,  all  covered  with  the  dews  of  night 
The  morning  breeze  has  pearled  upon  my  face. 
Let  my  fatigue,  at  thy  feet,  in  thy  sight, 
Dream  through  the  moments  of  its  sweet  solace. 

With  thy  late  kisses  ringing,  let  my  head 
Roll  in  blest  indolence  on  thy  young  breast ; 
To  lull  the  tempest  thy  caresses  bred. 
And  soothe  my  senses  with  a  little  rest. 

JOHN   GRAY. 
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LE  PIANO  QUE  BAISE     .... 

THE  piano  that  a  slender  hand  has  kissed 
Shines  rose  and  grey  in  the  grey  evening  mist ; 
While,  with  light  murmur  as  of  wings  that  beat, 
An  ancient  tender  melody  and  sweet 
Treads  hushed,  an  almost  timid  wanderer, 
Through  the  boudoir  long  odorous  of  Her. 

Ah,  what  is  this  that  as  a  cradle  now 

Lulls  my  poor  heart  ? — how  tenderly  and  slow ! 

What  would  you  with  me,  dainty  song  ?  and,  ah  1 

What  would  you,  hesitating  sweet  refrain. 

So  quickly  by  the  window  dead  again. 

The  window  on  the  garden  just  ajar.? 

A.   BERNARD   MIALL. 
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SAGESSE. 
(1881.) 

MON  DIEU  M*A  DIT 


GOD  has  spoken :  Love  me, 
Son,  thou  must;  Oh  see 
My  broken  side ;  my  heart, 

its  rays  refulgent  shine ; 
My  feet,  insulted,  stabbed, 

that  Mary  bathes  with  brine 
Of  bitter  tears ;  my  sad  arms, 

helpless,  son,  for  thee ; 

With  thy  sins  heavy ;  and  my  hands ; 

thou  seest  the  rod ; 
Thou  seest  the  nails,  the  sponge, 

the  gall ;  and  all  my  pain 
Must  teach  thee  love,  amidst  a  world 

where  flesh  doth  reign. 
My  flesh  alone,  my  blood, 

my  voice,  the  voice  of  God. 

Say,  have  I  not  loved  thee, 

loved  thee  to  death, 

O  brother  in  my  Father, 

in  the  Spirit  son  ? 
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Say,  as  the  word  is  written, 

is  my  work  not  done  ? 
Thy  deepest  woe  have  I  not  sobbed 

with  struggling  breath  ? 

Has  not  thy  sweat  of  anguished  nights 

from  all  my  ^ores  in  pain 

Of  blood  dripped,  piteous  friend, 

who  seekest  me  in  vain  ? 

JOHN   GRAY. 
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PARSIFAL. 

CONQUERED  the  flower-maidens,  and  the  wide  embrace 
Of  their  round  proffered  arms,  that  tempt  the  virgin  boy ; 
Conquered  the  trickling  of  their  babbling  tongues ;  the  coy 
Back  glancesi  and  the  mobile  breasts  of  subtle  grace ; 

Conquered  the  Woman  Beautiful,  the  fatal  charm 
Of  her  hot  breast,  the  music  of  her  babbling  tongue ; 
Conquered  the  gate  of  Hell,  into  the  gate  the  young 
Man  passes,  with  the  heavy  trophy  at  his  arm. 

The  holy  Javelin  that  pierced  the  Heart  of  God. 
He  heals  the  dying  king,  he  sits  upon  the  throne. 
King,  and  high  priest  of  that  great  gift,  the  living  Blood. 

In  robe  of  gold  the  youth  adores  the  glorious  Sign 
Of  the  green  goblet,  worships  the  mysterious  Wine. 
And  oh  1  the  chime  of  children's  voices  in  the  dome. 

JOHN   GRAY. 
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JADIS  ET  NAGUERE. 

(1884.) 

THE  ART  OF  POETRY. 

OH  music  above  everything  I 
And  therefore  take  for  choice  the  Uneven; 
Nothing  that  clogs  or  chains  the  wing 
In  vague  and  vaporous  flight  to  Heaven  I 

Yet  choose  your  words  from  the  vocal  throng 

Not  too  easily  apprehended  : 
Nothing  more  dear  than  the  gray  song 

In  which  the  Cloudy  and  Clear  lie  blended. 

Such  is  the  tremulous  flush  of  noon, 

So  throqgh  the  veil  bright  eyes  shoot  lustre, 

Such  is  the  autumn  sky  aswoon  \ 
With  stars  that  swim  in  a  hazy  cluster! 

Tone  we  must  have  and  all  else  scorn ; 
Only  shade,  no  colour,  no  splendour : 
O  tone !  the  tender  sole  love-blender 

Of  dream  with  dream  and  flute  with  horn ! 

Far  from  the  murderous  Epigram  fly, 
From  cruel  Wit  and  unclean  Laughter, 

That  bring  the  tears  to  Heaven's  blue  eye    .     .     . 
Stale  garlic  from  the  kitchen-rafter  I 
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Take  Eloquence  and  wring  his  neck ! 

Right  it  is,  when  the  Muses  revel, 
To  keep  these  frolicsome  jades  in  check, 

Lest  unawares  they  run  to  the  devil ! 

Oh  who  can  tell  the  wrongs  of  Rhyme  ? 

What  deaf  child  was  the  first  to  chink  it, 
Tinsel  that  rings,  to  the  true-gold-chime. 

Hollow  and  false  as  a  twopenny  trinket  ? 

Oh  music  ever  and  evermore ! 

So  let  your  verse  take  wings  and  follow 
The  soul  that  seeks,  on  a  sunnier  shore. 

Fresh  climes,  fresh  loves,  like  the  flying  swallow. 

So  let  your  Muse,  in  the  morning  prime. 
Fling  to  the  cool  crisp  wind  her  fetters. 

Flowered  with  the  fragrance  of  mint  and  thyme    .    . 
And  all  the  rest  is     .     .    .     only  Letters! 

W.   J.    ROBERTSON, 


^ 


sonc  or  charlcs  scribncrs'  sons 
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Thb  independent 
and  enterprising  pub- 
lisher of  Portland, 
Me.,  whose  position 
and  products  give  him 
a  somewhat  unique 
rank  among  the  Am- 
erican members  of  his 
profession,  will  con- 
tinue this  coming  sea- 
son the  issues  which 
have  made  his  press 
famous  in  the  past. 


THB  OLD  WORLD  SERIES. 
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•By  Capt.  Sir  Richard  F.  ^Burton. 

A  few  copies  only  on  Japan  Vellum 
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*By  Andrew  Lang. 
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Sonnets  from  the  Portuguese. 

By  Eli^abetb  Barrett  Browning , 
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By  Walter  'Paten.  Reprinted  from 
the  privately  printed  edition  (London, 
1896),  of  which  only  too  copies  were  is- 
sued at  the  instance  of  Mr.  Edmund 
Gosse,  with  a  portrait  from  tbe  litbograpb 
by  Will  Rotbenstein. 

THE  EDITION  OF  4OO  COPIES  ON 
HAND-MADE  PAPER  IS  ALL  SOLD.  lO 
COPIES  ONLY  ON  JAPAN  VELLUM  RE- 
MAIN AT  ^6.00  NET. 


It  is  difficult  to  set 
forth  in  words  the  na- 
ture of  the  outward 
attractions  which  are 
given  to  these  publi- 
cations of  Mr.  Mosh- 
er  by  the  combination 
of  his  taste,  his  pains 
and  his  resources. 
There  are  few  books 
like  them ;  we  do  not 
know  that  there  are 
any  nowadays  exactly 
like  them.  Their 
form  and  size  are  un- 
usual; the  type  is  new 
and  brilliant  in  its 
impression;  the  pa- 
pers Dutch  hand- 
made of  the  choicest 
quality;  the  decora- 
tions are  artistic  in 
the  best  sense;  the 
bindings  and  wrap- 
pers are  chaste  and  re- 
fined; and  the  cases 
which  contain  some  of 
the  issues  are  them- 
selves results  of 
study.    Finally,  their 
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Long  Ago  by  Michael  Field. 

tA   Book  of  Lyrics   based  upon  tbe 
fragments  of  Sappbo. 
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An  Italian  Garden. 

A  Book  of  Songs  by  tA.  Mary  F.  Rob- 
inson. 

PRICE  f  I.OO  NBT. 


Previous  'Volumes. 
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niy  William  Morris. 

PRICE  $1.75   NET. 

The  Blessed  Damozel. 

tA  Book  of  Lyrics  by  D.  G.  T^pssetti. 

PRICE  $2.50  NET. 

(6  copies  only  for  sale.) 


prices  are  extremely 
low.  And  we  advise 
all  lovers  of  the  beau- 
tiful in  books  to  look 
out  for  them. — 7be 
Literary  Worlds  Sep- 
tember 18,  1897. 


We  take  unusual 
pleasure,  as  we  have 
before  intimated,  in 
calling  attention  to 
Mr.  Mosher's  publi- 
cations, first,  because 
of  their  intrinsic  ex- 
cellence as  represen- 
tative of  the  best 
literature ;  second  be- 
cause of  the  excep- 
tionally refined  taste 
and  thoughtful  pains 
with  which  they  are 
designed  and  made; 
third,  because  of  the 
reallymoderate  prices 
at  which  they  are  of- 
fered to  the  public; 


Tlie  Brocade  Series^ 

The  Child  in  the  House. 

*By  IValter  'Pater. 

The  Pageant  of  Summer. 

By  Richard  Jefferies. 

The  Story  of  Amis  and  Amile. 

Translated  by  William  Morris. 

The  Story  of  Cupid  and  Psyche. 

Translated  by  Walter  'Pater, 

The  Story  Without  an  End. 

Translated  by  Sarab  ^Austin. 

The  Centaur  and  the  Bacchante. 

By  Maurice  de  Ouirin. 

PRICK  75  CENTS  NET,  BACH. 


Father  Damien. 

An  Open  Letter  to  tbe  Reverend  Dr. 
Hyde  of  Honolulu,  from  Robert  Louis 
Stevenson. 

With  portrait  and  rubricated  title- 
page  and  initial  letters, 

THE  EDITION  IS  AS  FOLLOWS: 

450  copies  on  Van  Gelder  Paper,  at  50  cents,  net. 
50  copies  Japan  Vellum,  at  $2.00  net. 


and  fourth,  because 
they  come  from  a  city 
which  is  not  ordina- 
rily considered  a  cen- 
ter of  the  publishing 
trade.  Portland, 
Maine,  may  well  be 
proud  of  its  produc- 
tion of  these  books, 
and  Mr.  Mosher  has 
laid  a  good  many  peo- 
ple under  consider- 
able  obligations  to 
him,  and  for  more 
reasons  than  one. — 
Tbe  Literary  World, 
November  27,  tS^j. 
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tX^  (Si  Wof 

T  tf  continuance  of  our  reissue  of  IVilUam 

*     Morrises  prose  contributions  to  The 

Oxford  and  Cambridge  Magazine,'  the 

subject  of  bis  earliest  criticism  comes  to  us 

as  sometbing  in  tbe  nature  of  a  *find* 

Trinted  exactly  fortjhtwo  years  ago, 
{Marcb,  i8$6),  unsigned,  in  a  magazine 
of  such  brief  duration,  it  bos,  apparently, 
escaped  tbe  notice  of  tbe  keenest  'Browning 
bibliographer  alioe.  Neitber  Mr.  Tbomas 
J.  IVise,  (literary  Anecdotes  of  the 
Nineteenth  Century),  nor  Mr.  G.  IV. 
Cooke,  (A  Guide-book  to  the  Poetic  and 
Dramatic  Worlcs  of  Robert  Browning), 
mention  Morris  as  a  disciple  of  tbe  master : 
tbey  do  mention  a  bost  of  lesser  ligbts — 
critical  lamps  long  since  extinguisbed ! 
One  may  suppose  tbat  tbe  inaccessibility  of 
tbe  review  as  well  as  its  anonymity,  bad 
mucb  to  do  witb  tbeir  silence. 

It  is,  tben,  well  done  to  recover  tbis  essay 
for  students  of  tbese   two  great  poets. 


*  Twas  a  tribute  of  appreciation  and  love 
from  the  younger  to  the  elder  brother  in 
tArt;  and,  written  in  the  enthusiasm  of 
his  splendid  youth,  it  might  have  been 
thrown  off  to-day,  so  sound,  so  satisfying, 
so  essentially  for  us  and  with  us  are  its 
affirmations. 


I  The  Hollow  Land,  A  Tale  by  William  Morris, 
apptared  in  our  last  July- August  Bibelot.  Since 
then  Mr.  H.  B.  Forman's  exhaustive  bibliography — 
The  Books  of  William  Morris,  (London,  Frank 
Hollings,  I Sgi),^- has  fully  justified  the  statement 
that  The  Oxford  and  Cambridge  Magazine  con- 
tained  '  a  body  of  Morris's  inedited  prose  .  .  . 
not  to  be  easily  ignored  or  lightly  set  aside,' 


FOR  April: 

The  Poetry  of  Michelangelo 
By  Walter  Pater. 


MEN  AND  WOMEN.    By 
Robert  Browning. 

tA  Review  by 

William  Morris. 


"There  tbey  are,  my  fifty  men  and  women 
Naming  me  the  fifty  poems  finished  I 
Take  them.  Love,  the  book  and  me  together : 
Where  the  heart  lies,  let  the  brain  lie  also.** 

ONB  WORD  MORE,  TO  B.   B.   B. 


Mbn  and  Women.  ||  By  ||  Robert  Browning.  ||  In 
Two  Volumes.  ||  Vol.  i  [Vol.  ii.]  ||  Londcwj  :  |1  Chapman 
AND  Hall,  193,  Piccadilly.  ||  1855. 

Volume  I.  Love  among  the  Ruins;  A  Lovers'  Quarrel; 
Evelyn  Hope  Up  at  a  Villa — down  in  the  City;  A 
Woman's  Last  Word;  Fra  Lippo  Lippi;  A  Toccata  of 
Galuppi's ;  By  the  Fireside;  Any  Wife  to  Any  Husband ; 
An  Epistle  containing  tiie  Strange  Medical  Experience 
of  Karshish,  the  Arab  Physician ;  Mesmerism ;  A  Sere- 
nade at  the  Villa;  My  Star;  Instans  Tyrannus;  A  Pretty 
Woman;  ''Childe  Roland  to  the  Dark  Tower  came"; 
Respectability;  A  Light  Woman;  The  Statue  and  the 
Bust;  Love  in  a  Life;  Life  in  a  Love;  How  it  strikes  a 
Contemporary ;  The  Last  Ride  Together;  The  Patriot — 
An  old  Story;  Master  Hugues  of  Saxe-Gotha;  Bishop 
Blougram's  Apology;  Memorabilia. 

Volume  IL  Andrea  del  Sarto ;  Before;  After;  In  Three 
Days;  In  a  Year;  Old  Pictures  in  Florence;  In  a 
Balcony  (Three  parts,  afterwards  reprinted  as  a  one  act 
drama) ;  Saul ; ''  De  Gustibus  —— " ;  Women  and  Roses ; 
Protus ;  Holy-Cross  Day;  The  Guardian- Angel ;  Cleon; 
The  Twins;  Popularity;  The  Heretic's  Tragedy;  Two 
in  the  Campagna ;  A  Grammarian's  Funeral ;  One  Way 
of  Love  i  Another  Way  of  Love ;  "  Transcendentalism  " ; 
Misconceptions ;  One  Word  More,  To  E.  B.  B. 
Men  and  Women  was  never  reprinted  separately.  The 
Poems  it  contains  were  incorporated  in  the  succeeding 
collected  editions.  With  the  exception  of  In  a  BcUcony 
they  were  distributed  under  the  respective  headings  of 
'Dramatic  Lyrics,  "Dramatic  l^jomances  and  (Men  and 
Women. 

{Literary  tAnecdotes  of  the  Nineteenth  Century, 
Edited  by  W.  R.  Nicoll  and  Thomas  J.  Wise. 
London,  1895.    Vol.  I,  pp.  373-376.) 


"MEN  AND  WOMEN." 
By  Robert  Browning. 

1AM  not  going  to  attempt  a  regular  classi- 
fication of  Robert  Browning's  **  Men  and 
Women;"  yet  the  poems  do  fall  naturally 
into  some  order,  or  rather  some  of  them  go 
pretty  much  together;  and,  as  I  have  no 
great  space,  I  will  go  through  those  that  do 
so  fall  together,  saying  little  or  nothing 
about  the  others.  * 

The  three  that  strike  me  first,  are  "The 
Epistle  of  Karshish,"  "Cleon,"  and  "Bishop 
Blougram's  Apology."  They  have  all  three 
to  do  with  belief  and  doubt,  with  the 
thoughts  and  fancies,  and  strange  longings 
that  circle  round  these;  they  are  dramatic 
too,  not  expressing,  except  quite  incidentally, 
the  poet*s  own  thoughts.  "  Cleon,"  and  the 
"Epistle  of  Karshish,"  are  especially  dramatic, 
and  are  very  considerably  alike:  they  both 
tell  of  the  desires  and  doubts  of  men  out  of 
Christianity,  and  in  the  days  when  Christian- 
ity was  the  true  faith  of  a  very  few  unknown 
men,  not  a  mere  decent  form  to  all  the 
nations. 

Karshish  is  an  Arab  physician,  a  man  of 
science;  Cleon  is  poet,  painter,  sculptor. 
The  Arab  is  the  more  genial  of  the  two, 
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less  selfish,  somewhat  deeper  too,  I  think; 
Cleon,  with  his  intense  appreciation  of 
beauty,  even  with  his  long  life  spent  in  pro- 
ducing that  beauty,  is  yet  intensely  selfish; 
he  despises  utterly  the  common  herd;  he 
would  bring  about,  if  he  could,  a  most 
dreary  aristocracy  of  intellect,  where  the 
commoners  would  be  bound  hand  and  foot, 
mere  slaves  to  the  great  men,  and  their  great 
lordly  minds,  not  loyal  freemen,  honouring 
the  heroes ;  he  plumes  himself,  too,  on  being 
no  less  great  than  his  fathers,  greater  even 
than  they,  saying : 

"  Marvel  not, 
We  of  these  latter  days,  with  greater  imnd 
Than  our  forerunners,  since  more  composite, 
Look  not  so  great  (beside  their  simple  way), 
To  a  judge  who  only  sees  one  way  at  once, 
One  mind-point,  and  no  other  at  a  time ; 
Compares  the  small  part  of  a  man  of  us 
With  some  whole  man  of  the  heroic  age, 
Great  in  his  way — not  ours,  nor  meant  for  ours, 
And  ours  is  greater,  had  we  skill  to  know." 

Saying  wrongly,  too,  as  I  am  sure,  for  it  was 
little  more  than  mere  restless  vanity  that 
made  him  try  to  master  so  many  things, 
instead  of  giving  up  his  mind  to  one,  as  the 
grand  elders  did. 
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Yes,  he  is  selfish — so  selfish  that  he  can 
see  little  joy  in  those  powers  of  creation 
which  he  possessed;  the  king  had  said,  in 
his  letter,  that  though  he,  a  mere  king, 
would  die  utterly,  yet  it  would  not  be  so 
with  Cleon,  for  his  pictures,  poems,  statues, 
would  live  after  him,  he  would  live  through 
them.  Cleon  says  the  king  stumbles  at 
mere  words ;  that  the  reality  is  otherwise : 

**  What?  doct  thoa  verfly  trip  upon  a  word. 

Confound  the  accurate  view  of  what  joy  is, 

(Caught  somewhat  clearer  by  my  eyes  than  thine,) 

With  feeling  joy?  confound  the  knowing  how 

And  showfaig  how  to  live  Tmy  faculty) 

With  actually  living?    Otherwise, 

Where  is  the  artist's  vantage  o*er  the  king? 

I  know  the  joy  of  kingship :  well — ^thou  art  king ! " 

He  says  too,  that  this  same  appreciation  of 
beauty,  of  enjoyment,  all  the  knowledge  that 
he  has,  all  his  desires,  so  much  finer  than 
those  of  other  men,  only  make  the  fear  of 
death  bitterer  than  it  otherwise  would  be : 

"Eyery  day  my  sense  of  joy 
Grows  more  acute,  my  soul  (intensified 
In  power  and  insight)  more  enlarged,  more  keen, 
While  every  day  my  hairs  fall  more  and  more. 
My  hand  shakes,  and  the  heavy  years  increase, 
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The  horror  quickening  still  from  year  to  year, 
The  consummation  coming  past  escape, 
When  I  shall  know  most,  and  yet  least  enjoy.** 

Till  at  last,  in  his  agony,  fierce  words  are 
wrung  from  the  calm  proud  man ;  he  cannot 
help  it — ^he  cries  out, 

'^  It  is  so  horrible, 
I  dare  at  times  imagine  to  my  need 
Some  future  state  reveal'd  to  us  by  Zeus, 
Unlimited  in  capability 
For  joy,  as  this  is  in  desire  for  joy. 
To  seek  which,  the  joy-hunger  forces  us. 
That,  stung  by  straitness  of  our  life,  made  strait 
On  purpose  to  make  sweet  the  life  at  large. 
Freed  by  the  throbbing  impulse  we  call  death. 
We  burst  then  as  the  worm  into  the  fly, 
Who  while  a  worm  still,  wants  his  wings.    But  no  ! 
Zeus  has  not  yet  reveal'd  it ;  and,  alas  I 
He  must  have  done  so,  were  it  possible !  ** 

And  from  this  agony  he  comes  down  again 
to  a  kind  of  careless  despair,  and  ends  by 
saying  just  a  little,  contemptuously  enough, 
of  Paulus  and  his  new  doctrines;  the 
cursed  pride  of  knowledge  lowering  him  so, 
that  he  even  seems  to  be  jealous  that  the 
king  has  sent  presents  and  enquiries  to 
Paulus  also,  a  barbarian,  one  circumcised ; 
so  that  about  the  doctrines  of  Paulus,  he 
says: 
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"  And  (as  I  gathered  from  a  by-stander) 
His  doctrines  could  be  held  by  no  sane  man.** 

Poor  CleonI  be  was  not  wont  to  accept 
things  on  hearsay ;  yet  now  so  has  his  pride 
lowered  him;  and  we  must  leave  him  and 
his  longings  for  Karshish  the  Arab. 

Karshish  is,  as  I  said,  a  better  man  than 
Cleon ;  a  simpler  man,  one  with  great  knowl- 
edge, always  thirsting  after  more,  and  brave 
in  his  pursuit  of  it;  yet,  on  the  whole,  I 
think,  kindly,  and  not  puffed  up  with  that 
knowledge.  He  writes  from  Jerusalem  to 
his  old  master,  to  tell  him  how  he  has  seen 
Lazarus;  yet  he  is  half  fearful  that  he  will 
seem  ridiculous,  unphUosophical,  and  does 
not  like  to  acknowledge  at  first,  even  to 
himself,  till  he  grows  warmer  from  the  long- 
ings that  stir  within  him,  what  impression 
has  been  made  on  him;  and  he  breaks  off 
now  and  then  to  talk  about  his  knowledge ; 
yet  he  comes  back  to  this  always  at  last,  for 
he  cannot  help  it;  and  so  he  writes;  very 
beautifully  does  he  tell  of  the  perfect  faith 
of  Lazarus,  of  his  love  of  God  and  man,  nay, 
of  beasts,  nay,  of  the  very  flowers;  of  his 
resignation  and  obedience  to  God  through 
everything;    of    his    strange   clear    second- 
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sight;  yearningly  does  he  dwell  on  all  this, 
excusing  himself  from  ridicule  now  and  then, 
by  saying,  **yet  the  man  was  mad."  He 
knows  how  little  all  knowledge  is,  how  it 
can  never  be  perfected  through  all  the 
generations;  but  he  longs  to  love  perfectly; 
his  God  is  different  from  Lazarus's  God;  his 
idea  of  Him  is  so  different,  that  he  mentions 
with  shuddering  horror  that  which  Lazarus 
had  told  him;  **that  he,  Lazarus,  who  stood 
there  in  the  flesh,  had  seen  God  in  the  flesh 
too;"  in  horror;  yet  if  it  only  could  be  true, 
that  story  told  by  the  madman  I 

"  The  very  God !  think,  Abib,  dost  thou  think  ? 
So,  the  All-great,  were  the  All-Loving  too ; 
So,  through  the  thunder  comes  a  human  voice, 
Saying,  *  O  heart  I  made,  a  heart  beats  here ! 
Face,  my  hands  fashion'd,  see  it  in  myself. 
Tliou  hast  no  power  nor  may'st  conceive  of  mine, 
But  love  I  gave  thee,  with  myself  to  love, 
And  thou  must  love  me  who  have  died  for  thee ! ' 
The  madman  saith  he  said  so :  it  is  strange." 

You  see,  too,  he  does  not  say,  as  Cleon  did 
to  his  dream  of  Heaven,  "  it  is  not  possible ; " 
he  only  says,  "it  is  strange." 

It  is  all  gloriously  told ;  here  is  something 
beside  our  present  question  which  I  quote 
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for  its  beauty ;  Karshish's  first  meeting  with 
Lazarus  : 

"  I  met  him  thus — 
I  cross'd  a  ridge  of  short  sharp  broken  hills, 
Like  an  old  lion's  cheek-tooth — out  there  came 
A  moon  made  like  a  face,  with  certain  spots 
Multiform,  manifold,  and  menacing : 
Then  a  wind  rose  behind  me.    So  we  met 
In  this  old  sleepy  town  at  unaware, 
The  man  and  I.'' 

Concerning  *'  Bishop  Blougram's  Apology  " 
I  can  say  little  here,  it  embraces  so  many 
things ;  the  Bishop's  interlocutor,  **  Gigadibs, 
the  literary  man,"  comes  in  only  as  an 
objector,  or  little  else;  he  is  a  man  without 
fixed  faith ;  the  bishop  is  one  who  is  trying  to 
"  believe  that  he  believes,"  and  is  succeeding, 
I  think,  pretty  well:  for  my  part  I  dislike 
him  thoroughly,  yet  he  says  many  true 
things,  as  Browning  says  in  the  Epilogue; 
*<he  said  true  things,  but  called  them  by 
wrong  names." 

He  agrees  too  with  Cleon  concerning  the 
unpleasantness  of  the  possession  of  the 
creative  power.  It  is  of  no  use  to  kimt  he 
says;  he  is  more  selfish  even  than  Cleon, 
and  not  nearly  so  interesting :  he  is  tolerably 
well  content  with  the  present  state  of  things 
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as  regards  himself,  has  no  such  very  deep 
longings,  and  is  not  so  much  troubled  with 
doubts  probably  as  even  he  says  he  is. 
Browning  says  of  him,  *<For  Blougram,  he 
believed,  say  half  he  spoke." 

I  will  go  on  to  the  next  band  that  seem  to 
go  together,  those  about  art,  namely;  they 
are  Andrea  del  Sarto,  Fra  Lippo  Lippi,  Old 
Pictures  at  Florence,  A  Toccata  of  Galuppi, 
and  Master  Hugues  of  Saxe-Gotha. 

Andrea  del  Sarto,  and  Fra  Lippo  Lippi 
are  a  good  deal  alike,  only  the  first  has  more 
about  the  man,  the  second  about  the  art  he 
lives  in.  What  a  joy  it  is  to  have  these 
men  brought  up  before  us,  made  alive  again, 
though  they  have  passed  away  from  the  earth 
so  long  ago ;  made  alive,  seeming  indeed  not 
as  they  might  very  likely  have  seemed  to  us, 
the  lesser  men,  had  we  lived  in  their  times ; 
but  rescued  from  the  judgment  of  the  world, 
''which  charts  us  all  in  its  broad  blacks  or 
whites" — ^and  shown  to  us  as  they  really 
were. 

Think  of  Andrea  del  Sarto  sitting  there  in 
Florence,  looking  over  to  Fiesole,  trying  to 
forget  all  the  shame,  all  the  weariness,  to 
forget  the  pain  of  them  at  least,  to  live  for 
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one  half-hour  in  the  present ;  yet  so,  that  the 
past  and  the  future  may  mingle  with  it  very 
quietly,  like  the  long  weeds  that  the  stream 
sways  with  it.  And  Lucrezia  is  sitting  by 
him,  Lucrezia,  who  he  knows  is  not  worthy 
of  his  love — ^no,  not  even  of  his  love,  the 
breaker  of  troth,  the  runaway;  and  yet  he 
goes  on  loving  her  nevertheless,  she  has 
wound  her  toils  about  him  so.  Oh  I  true 
story,  told  so  often,  in  so  many  ways.  And 
it  shall  all  go  into  a  picture  for  the  wearied 
man  resting  there : 

**  The  whole  seems  to  fall  into  a  shape, 
As  if  I  saw  alike  my  work  and  self, 
And  all  that  I  was  bound  to  be  and  do, 
A  twilight-piece.'' 

And  how  calmly  he  can  talk  of  himself 
and  his  art,  his  great  success  that  was  rather 
a  bitter  failure  to  him  now : 

"  I  do  what  many  dream  of  all  their  lives, 
— Dream?  striye  to  do,  and  agonize  to  do, 
And  fail  in  doing.    I  could  count  twenty  such 
On  twice  your  fingers,  and  not  leave  this  town. 
Who  strive — ^you  don't  know  how  the  others  strive 
To  paint  a  little  thing  like  that  you  smear'd, 
Carelessly  passing  with  your  robes  afloat. 
Yet  do  much  less,  so  much  less,  some  one  says, 
(I  know  his  name,  no  matter)  so  much  less! 
Well,  less  is  more,  Lucrezia  I  I  am  judged. 
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There  buras  a  truer  light  of  God  in  them, 
In  their  vex'd,  beating,  stufiTd  and  stopp'd-up  brain, 
Heart,  or  whate'er  else,  than  goes  on  to  prompt 
This  low-pulsed  forthright  craftsman's  hand  of  mine. 
Their  works  drop  groundward,  but  themselves,  I  know, 
Reach  many  a  time  a  heaven  that's  shut  to  me, 
Enter  and  take  their  place  there  sure  enough, 
Though  they  come  back  and  cannot  tell  the  world." 

Calmly  he  speaks  of  the  wrong  she  had 
been  to  him,  of  what  she  might  have  been ; 
calmly  of  his  life  in  France,  and  of  his  sin 
even  when  he  fled  from  thence  a  very  thief : 
and  she,  in  spite  of  all,  is  rather  in  a  hurry 
to  get  away,  is  rather  bored  by  his  talk, 
howsoever  loving,  for  her  "  cousin  "  waits  for 
her  below:  and  so  you  can  almost  see  the 
flutter  of  her  dress  through  the  doorway, 
almost  hear  her  feet  down  the  stairs,  and 
the  greeting  of  the  bad  woman  without  a 
heart  with  that  "cousin."  Almost?  nay, 
quite. 

Then  for  Fra  Lippo  Lippi.  He,  found  in 
questionable  haunts  by  the  police,  first  awes 
them  somewhat  by  mention  of  his  patron's 
name,  Cosimo  de  Medici ;  then,  being  a  man 
with  wrongs  and  one  who  must  speak  to 
somebody,  he  tells  the  officer  the  very  simple 
story  of  his  life,  and  his  grievance : 
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"  Rub  all  out !  well,  well,  there's  my  life,  in  short, 
And  so  the  thing  has  gone  on  ever  since — 
I'm  grown  a  man  no  doubt,  I've  broken  bounds. 

"  And  yet  the  old  schooling  sticks — ^the  old  grave  eyes 

Are  peeping  o'er  my  shoulder  as  I  work, 

The  heads  shake  still.    '  It's  Art's  decline,  my  son ! 

You're  not  of  the  true  painters,  great  and  old : 

Brother  Angelico's  the  man,  you'll  find : 

Brother  Lorenzo  stands  his  single  peer — 

Fag  on  at  flesh,  youll  never  make  the  third.'  " 

"  I'm  not  the  third  then :  bless  us,  they  must  know ! 
Don't  you  think  they're  the  likeliest  to  know ! 
They,  with  their  Latin?  so  I  swallow  my  rage. 
Clench  my  teeth,  suck  my  lips  in  tight,  and  paint 
To  please  them." 

This  too  is  an  often-told  tale,  to  be  told 
many  times  again  I  fear  before  the  world  is 
done  with.  To  this  same  officer  he  vindicates 
himself :  everything  almost  is  worth  painting, 
surely  it  is  best  (whatever  may  be  good)  to 
paint  everything  as  well  as  possible : 

"  You  be  judge  I 
You  speak  no  Latin  more  than  I,  belike — 
However,  you're  my  man,  you've  seen  the  world — 
The  beauty  and  the  wonder  and  the  power. 
The  shapes  of  things,  their  colours,  lights  and  shades, 
Changes,  surprises,— and  God  made  it  all  t "  ' 

"What's  it  all  about? 
To  be  pass'd  o'er,  despised?  or  dwelt  upon, 
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Wondered  at?  oh,  this  last  of  course,  you  say; 
But  why  not  do  as  well  as  say, — paint  these 
Just  as  they  are,  careless  of  what  comes  of  it  ? 
God's  works — ^paint  any  one,  and  count  it  crime 
To  let  a  truth  slip.    Don't  object, '  His  works 
Are  here  already— nature  is  complete : 
Suppose  you  reproduce  hei>-{which  you  can't) 
There's  no  advantage  I  you  must  beat  her,  then ! ' 
For,  don't  you  mark?  we're  made  so  that  we  love 
First,  when  we  see  them  painted,  thmgs  we  have  pass'd 
Perhaps  a  hundred  times,  nor  cared  to  see ; 
And  so  they  are  better,*  painted— better  to  us, 
Which  is  the  same  thing.    Art  was  given  for  that — 
God  uses  us  to  help  each  other  so. 
Lending  our  minds  out." 

It  is  very  grand,  this  intense  love  of  art ; 
and  I  suppose  that  those  who  cannot  paint, 
and  who  therefore  cannot  feel  quite  the  same 
herein,  have  nevertheless  sometimes  had  a 
sick  longing  for  the  power  to  do  so,  without 
being  able  to  give  any  reason  for  it,  such  a 
longing  as  I  think  is  felt  for  nothing  else 
under  the  sun, — at  least  for  no  other  power. 

And  so  we  leave  Fra  lippo  Lippi,  not 
certainly  feeling  altogether  disgusted  with 
the  man,  in  spite  of  his  sins;  you  see,  he 
had  not  a  very  good  education,  and  yet  is 
not  so  selfish  as  one  might  have  expected 
him  to  be  either. 
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No  less  great  than  these  two  is  ''Old 
Pictures  at  Florence ;  **  beautiful  in  the 
beginning,  that  gazing  on  Florence  from  the 
garden,  in  spring-tide;  beautiful  and  very 
true,  that  indignant  vindication  of  the  early 
mediaeval  painters ;  that  comparison  of  their 
imperfect  painting,  with  the  perfect  sculpture 
of  the  Greeks,  perfect,  but  not  so  good  as 
the  other;  for  the  other  was  higher  in  its 
aim,  higher  in  the  thoughts  that  it  called 
up  in  men's  minds;  higher  too,  that  in  its 
humility  it  gave  more  sympathy  to  poor 
struggling,  falling  men.  Here  is  a  stanza 
or  two  of  that  vindication :  — 

"  Wherever  a  fresco  peels  and  drops, 

Wherever  an  outline  weakens  and  wanes 
Till  the  latest  life  in  the  painting  stops, 

Stands  one  whom  each  fainter  pulse-tick  pains ! 
One,  wishful  each  scrap  should  clutch  its  brick, 

Each  tinge  not  wholly  escape  the  plaster, 
A  lion  who  dies  of  an  ass's  kick. 

The  wrong'd  great  soul  of  an  ancient  master. 

"  For  oh,  this  world  and  the  wrong  it  does  I 
They  are  safe  in  heaven  with  their  backs  to  it, 

The  Michaels  and  Rafaels,  you  hum  and  buzz 
Round  the  works  of,  you  of  the  little  wit  I 

Do  then-  eyes  contract  to  the  earth's  old  scope. 
Now  that  they  see  God  face  to  ^e,    * 
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And  have  ail  attained  to  be  poets,  I  hope  ? 
'Tis  their  holiday  now,  in  any  case. 

"  Much  they  reck  of  your  praise  and  you ! 

But  the  wronged  great  souls — can  they  be  quit 
Of  a  world  where  all  their  work  is  to  do  ?  " 

These  are  the  three  that  have  most  to  do 
with  artists  and  painting.  Then  come  two 
concerning  music,  "A  Toccata  of  Galuppi," 
and  "  Master  Hugues  of  Saxe-Gotha." 

There  is  not  so  much  to  say  about  the 
first  of  these,  it  seems  to  have  been  written 
principally  for  the  music;  yet  I  think 
Galuppi's  music  itself  could  not  have  beaten 
it,  played  though  it  was  between  the  sea  and 
the  palaces,  it  rings  so  gloriously  throughout ; 
not  one  line  in  it  falls  from  beginning  to  end, 
from  the  first : 

"  Oh,  Galuppi  Baldassaro,  this  is  very  sad  to  find ! 

I  could  hardly  misconceive  you;  it  would  prove  me 

deaf  and  blind ; 
But  although  I  give  you  credit,  'tis  with  such  a  heavy 

mind!" 

to  the  last : 

"  '  Dust  and  ashes  I '  so  you  creak  it,  and  I  want  the 

heart  to  scold. 
Dear  dead  women,  with  such  hair,  too — what's  become 

of  all  the  gold 
Used  to  hang  and  brush  their  bosoms?    I  feel  chilly 

and  gro#n  old." 
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Worthy  to  go  with  this  for  music  is  "Master 
Hugues ; "  exquisite  in  melody,  it  is  beautiful 
also  in  its  pictures,  true  in  its  meaning.  As 
to  its  melody,  there  is  to  me  something 
perfectly  wonderful  in  the  piling  up  of  the 
words  from  verse  to  verse.  The  thing 
fascinates  me,  though  I  cannot  tell  where 
the  wonder  is;  —  but  it  is  there;  the  first 
stanza  is  almost  as  good  as  any  for  this 
music : 

"  Hist,  but  a  word,  fair  and  soft ! 

Forth  and  be  judged,  Master  Hugues ! 
Answer  the  question  I've  put  you  so  oft — 

What  do  you  mean  by  your  mountainous  fugues  ? 
See,  weVe  alone  in  the  loft." 

Then  these  others  go  together  in  my  mind ; 
"Before"  and  "After,"  "Childe  Roland  to 
the  dark  tower  came,"  "The  Patriot,"  "A 
light  Woman,"  and  perhaps  some  others; 
but  these  will  do.  They  are  all  more 
concerned  with  action  than  thought,  and 
are  wholly  dramatical. 

Here    is    the   'first    stanza    from    "The 
Patriot:"— 

"  It  was  roses,  roses,  all  the  way, 

With  myrtle  mixed  in  my  path  like  mad. 
The  house-roofs  seem'd  to  heave  and  sway, 
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The  church-spires  flamed,  such  flags  they  had, 
A  year  ago  on  this  very  day  I " 

The  poem  is  very  short,  yet  very  attractive, 
somehow;  the  man's  life  is  shown  wonder- 
fully, though  the  poem  is  so  short ;  how  he 
knew  before,  when  he  liberated  these  people, 
that  they  would  not  be  faithful  to  him  for 
long,  yet,  nevertheless,  went  on  hoping 
against  hope  I  He  is  not  vain,  for  he  knows 
he  could  not  have  done  other  than  he  did ; 
yet  he  knows  he  has  done  well,  and  so 
comforts  himself,  thinking  of  the  next 
world :  — 

"  Thus  I  enter'd  Brescia,  and  thus  I  go ! 

In  such  triumphs  people  have  dropp'd  down  dead. 
*  Thou  paid  by  the  world — ^what  dost  thou  owe 

Me  ? '  God  might  have  questionM :  but  now  instead, 
'Tis  God  shall  requite !    I  am  safer  so." 

Yet,  to  the  reader,  it  is  very  sad  to  read  this 
"old  story;"  and  I  think  also  it  was  bitter 
to  him,  in  spite  of  all. 

Telling  lies  for  truth's  sake,  acting  unfaith- 
fully for  faith's  sake,  are  what  is  treated  of 
in  the  "Light  Woman;"  it  is  told,  slight 
sketch  though  it  is,  in  a  masterly  way; 
perhaps  we  shall  hear  something  more  about 
it  soon,  judging  from  the  last  two  lines: 
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"  And,  Robert  Browning,  you  writer  of  plays, 
Here's  a  subject  made  to  your  hand  I** 

"Before**  and  "After,"  are  rather  parts 
of  the  same  poem,  than  separate  poems. 
"Before,"  written  in  a  splendid  fighting 
measure,  is  spoken  by  a  by-stander,  just 
before  a  duel :  listen,  here  1 

"  Why,  you  would  not  bid  men,  sunk  in  such  a  slough. 
Strike  no  arm  out  further,  stick  and  stink  as  now. 
Leaving  right  and  wrong  to  settle  the  embroilment, 
Heaven  with  snaky  hell,  in  torture  and  entoilment? 

**  Which  of  them's  the  culprit,  how  must  he  conceive 
God's  the  queen  he  caps  to,  laughing  in  his  sleeve  I 
Tis  but  decent  to  profess  one'»  self  beneath  her — 
Still,  one  must  not  be  too  much  in  earnest  either. 

"  Better  sin  the  whole  sin,  sure  that  God  observes. 
Then  go  live  his  life  out !  life  will  try  his  nerves. 
When  the  sky  which  noticed  all,  makes  no  disclosure. 
And  the  earth  keeps  up  her  terrible  composure. 

**  Let  him  pace  at  pleasure,  past  the  walls  of  rose, 
Pluck  thdr  fruits  when  grape-trees  graze  him  as  he 

goes; 
For  he  'gins  to  guess  the  purpose  of  the  garden. 
With  the  sly  mute  thing  beside  there  for  a  warden. 

"  What's  the  leopard-dog-thing,  constant  to  his  side, 
A  leer  and  lie  in  every  eye  on  its  obsequious  hide  ? 
When  will  come  an  end  of  all  the  mock  obeisance. 
And  the  price  appear  that  pays  for  this  misfeasance?  " 
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Yes,  truly  sol  the  one  poisoning  sin  in  a 
man's  life,  never  to  leave  him  in  the  midst 
of  his  dearly-bought  pleasures ;  he  has  gone 
wrong  once,  and  the  chance  of  his  turning 
back  is  desperate  indeed ;  all  his  life  is  a  lie 
now,  with  that  terrible  unrepented  sin  lying 
on  him.  Did  ever  any  of  you  read  Haw- 
thorne's "Scarlet  Letter?"  Then  for  his 
adversary :  — 

"  So  much  for  the  culprit  ?    Who's  the  martyr'd  man  ? 
Let  him  bear  one  stroke  more,  for  be  sure  he  can. 
Him  that  strove  thus  evil's  lump  with  good  to  leaven, 
Let  him  give  his  blood  at  last  and  get  his  heaven." 

Yet  with  neither  wronger  nor  wronged  has 
it  come  to  this  yet;  death  may  equalize 
it  somewhat :  so  in  "  After,"  this  has 
indeed  happened.  I  quote  it  entire  without 
comment : 

"  Take  the  cloak  from  his  face,  and  at  first 

Let  the  corpse  do  its  worst — 
How  he  lies  in  the  rights  of  a  man ! 

Death  has  done  all  death  can. 
And  absorb'd  in  the  new  life  he  leads. 

He  recks  not,  he  heeds 
Nor  his  wrong  nor  my  vengeance — both  strike 

On  his  senses  alike. 
And  are  lost  in  the  solemn  and  strange 

Surprise  of  the  change. 
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Ha !  what  avails  death  to  erase 

His  offence,  my  disgrace? 
I  would  we  were  boys  as  of  old 

In  the  field,  by  the  fold ; — 
His  outrage,  God's  patience,  man's  scorn, 

Were  so  easily  borne. 
I  stand  here  now, — he  lies  in  his  place — 

Cover  the  face." 

I  think  these  two  among  the  most  perfect 
short  poems  that  Robert  Browning  has 
written,  as  perfect  in  their  way  as  "Evelyn 
Hope"  among  the  love-poems.  "Childe 
Roland," — how  grand  that  is  I  some  reviewer 
thinks  it  ah  "allegory,"  and  rates  the  poet 
for  not  having  told  us  what  happened  to 
Childe  Roland  inside  the  '^  round,  squat 
turret." 

Well,  it  may  in  some  sort  be  an  allegory, 
for  in  a  certain  sense  everything  is  so,  or 
almost  everything  that  is  done  on  this  earth. 
But  that  is  not  its  first  meaning ;  neither,  as 
some  people  think,  was  it  written  for  the 
sake  of  the  fearful  pictures  merely,  or  even 
principally;  they,  grand  as  they  are,  the 
grandest  things  of  the  kind  that  I  have  ever 
read,  are  yet  only  a  means  to  an  end;  for 
the  poet's  real  design  was  to  show  us  a 
brave  man  doing  his  duty,  making  his  way 
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on  to  his  point  through  all  dreadful  things. 
What  do  all  these  horrors  matter  to  him? 
he  must  go  on,  they  cannot  stop  him;  he 
will  be  slain  certainly,  who  knows  by  what 
unheard-of  death;  yet  he  can  leave  all  this 
in  God's  hands,  and  go  forward,  for  it  will 
all  come  right  at  the  end.  And  has  not 
Robert  Browning  shown  us  this  well?  Do 
you  not  feel  as  you  read,  a  strange  sympathy 
for  the  lonely  knight  ?  so  very,  very  lonely ; 
not  allowed  even  the  fellowship  of  kindly 
memories : 

"  I  shut  my  eyes  and  tum*d  them  on  my  heart, 
As  a  man  calls  for  wine  before  he  fights, 
I  ask'd  one  draught  of  earlier,  happier  sights 

Ere  fitly  I  could  hope  to  play  my  part. 

Think  first,  fight  afterwards — ^the  soldiers*  art : 
One  taste  of  the  old  times  sets  all  to  rights  I 

Not  it  t    I  fancied  Cuthbert's  reddening  face 

Beneath  its  garniture  of  curly  gold, 

Dear  fellow,  till  I  almost  felt  him  fold 
An  arm  in  mine  to  fix  me  to  the  place 
That  way  he  used.    Alas  I  one  night's  disgrace  I 

Out  went  my  hearths  new  fire  and  left  it  cold. 

Better  this  present  than  a  i>ast  like  that — 
Back  therefore  to  my  darkening  path  again.'' 

Yet,  for  all  this  utter  loneliness,  for  all  these 
horrors,  so  subtly  has  the  consummate  poet 
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wrought,  through  the  stately  flow  of  the 
magnificent  rhythm,  that  we  do  not  feel 
desponding,  but  rather  triumphant,  at  the 
glorious  end;  an  end  so  glorious,  that  the 
former  life,  whatever  it  was,  was  well  worth 
living  with  that  to  crown  it ;  and  it  was  well 
too  for  the  poet  to  leave  us  there,  so  that 
we  see  not  the  mere  struggle  of  physical 
courage,  or  the  mere  groans  and  tears  of 
suffering  humanity  under  those  things  which 
are  to  be  borne  indeed,  but  hardly  ever  very 
calmly,  hardly  ever  very  resignedly ;  but  now 
**Childe  Roland"  passes  straight  from  our 
eyes  to  the  place  where  the  true  and  brave 
live  for  ever;  and  as  far  as  we  go,  his  life 
flows  out  triumphantly  with  that  blast  he 
blew. 

And  was  it  not  well  to  leave  us  with  that 
snatch  of  old  song  ringing  through  our  ears 
like  the  very  horn-blast  that  echoed  all  about 
the  windings  of  that  dismal  valley  of  death  ? 

"  I  saw  them  and  I  knew  them  all ;  and  yet 

Dauntless  the  stag-horn  to  my  lips  I  set, 

And  blew :  *Cbilde  Roland  to  the  dark  tower  ca$ne.*  *' 

In  my  own  heart  I  think  I  love  this  poem 
the  best  of  all  in  these  volumes. 


109 


MEN   AND   WOMEN 

And  yet  I  scarcely  know ;  for  this  and  all 
the  others  seem  to  me  but  a  supplement  to 
the  love-poems,  even  as  it  is  in  all  art,  in  all 
life;  love  I  mean  of  some  sort;  and  that  life 
or  art  where  this  is  not  the  case,  is  but  a 
wretched  mistake  after  all. 

And  in  these  love-poems  of  Robert 
Browning  there  is  one  thing  that  struck 
me  particularly;  that  is  their  intense, 
unmixed  love;  love  for  the  sake  of  love, 
and  if  that  is  not  obtained,  disappointment 
comes,  falling-ofif,  misery.  I  suppose  the 
same  kind  of  thing  is  to  be  found  in  all 
very  earnest  love-poetry,  but  I  think  more 
in  him  than  in  almost  anybody  else. 

"Any  wife  to  any  husband,"  "The  last 
ride  together," — read  them,  and  1  think  you 
will  see  what  I  mean.  I  cannot  say  it 
clearly,  it  cannot  be  said  so  but  in  verse; 
love  for  love*s  sake,  the  only  true  love,  I 
must  say. — Pray  Christ  some  of  us  attain  to 
it  before  we  die  I 

Yet  after  all  I  am  afraid  I  shall  be  able 
to  say  less  about  these  love-poems  than  the 
others. 

"Evelyn  Hope"  is  quite  perfect  in  its 
way;  Tennyson  himself  has  written  nothing 
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more  beautiful ;  it  is  easy  to  be  understood ; 
very  simple,  everybody  must  like  it :  so  full 
of  faith  and  quiet  manly  tenderness,  hopeful 
and  brave ;  a  very  jewel  set  in  the  gold  of 
the  poet's  crown.     I  must  quote  a  little : 

"  I  claim  you  still,  for  my  own  love's  sake, 

Delay'd  it  may  be  for  more  lives  yet 
Through  worlds  I  shall  traverse,  not  a  few: 

Much  is  to  learn  and  much  to  foiget 
Ere  the  time  be  come  for  taking  you. 

"  But  the  time  will  come, — at  last  it  will. 

When,  Evelyn  Hope,  what  meant,  I  shadl  say, 
In  the  lower  earth,  in  the  years  long  still, 

That  body  and  soul  so  pure  and  gay? 
Why  your  hair  was  amber,  I  shall  divine. 

And  your  mouth  of  your  own  geraniums'  red— 
And  what  you  would  do  with  me,  in  fine. 

In  the  new  life  come  in  the  old  one's  stead. 

"  I  have  lived,  I  shall  say,  so  much  since  then. 

Given  up  myself  so  many  times, 
Gain'd  me  the  gains  of  varioiis  men, 

Ransack'd  the  ages,  spoil'd  the  climes ; 
Yet  one  thing,  one  in  my  soul's  full  scope. 

Either  I  mlss'd  or  itself  miss'd  me  — 
And  I  want  and  find  you,  Evelyn  Hope ! 

IVhat  is  the  issue?  let  us  see ! 

"  I  loved  you,  Evelyn,  all  the  while ; 

My  heart  seem'd  full  as  it  could  hold — 
There  was  place  and  to  spare  for  the  frank  young  smile. 

And  the  red  young  mouth,  and  the  hair's  young  gold : 
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So,  hush !  I  will  give  you  this  leaf  to  keep ; 

See,  I  shut  it  inside  the  sweet  cold  hand. 
There,  that  is  our  secret !  go  to  sleep ; 

Yon  will  wake,  and  remember,  and  understand.'' 

Do  you  not  see  them  there,  in  the  dark- 
ened room, — ^the  wise,  learned,  world-worn 
man  hanging  over  the  fair,  dead  girl,  who 
"perhaps  had  scarcely  heard  his  name?" 
Coming  dose  to  "Evelyn  Hope"  is  "A 
Woman's  Last  Word,"  and  almost  as 
beautiful  as  that : 

"  Be  a  god  and  hold  me 

With  a  charm — 
Be  a  man,  and  fold  me 

With  thine  arm  I 

"  Teach  me,  only  teach,  Love ! 

As  I  ought 
I  will  speak  thy  speech,  Love, 

Think  thy  thought. 

"  Meet,  if  thou  require  it, 

Both  demands, 
Laying  flesh  and  spirit 

In  thy  hands ! 

"  That  shall  be  to-morrow. 

Not  to-night : 
I  must  bury  sorrow 

Out  of  sight. 
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"  Must  a  little  weep,  Love ! 

Foolish  me ! 
And  so  fall  asleep,  Love, 

Loved  by  thee.** 

Is  it  not  perfect  in  thought  as  in  music? 
and  does  it  not  illustrate  what  I  said  just 
now  about  the  intense  passion  o£  these 
poems? 

So  does  this  next  one  that  I  come  to, 
**  By  the  Fireside.*'  It  is  the  history  of  a 
life  of  love,  that  life  which  first  began  by 
the  chapel  there  in  Italy;  all  things  to  this 
man,  past,  present,  and  to  come,  are  centred 
in  that  one  fact : 

"  I  am  named  and  known  by  that  hour's  feat. 

There  took  my  station  and  degree. 
So  grew  my  own  small  life  complete 

As  nature  obtained  her  best  of  me— 
One  bom  to  love  you,  sweet  I " 

It  reminds  me  a  good  deal  of  Tennyson  in 
parts,  of  <*Maud"  especially;  but  I  suppose 
that  is  the  effect  of  its  melody;  it  is  all 
told  in  such  sweet,  half -mournful  music,  as 
though  in  compassion  to  those  who  have 
not  obtained  this  love,  who  will  not  obtain 
it  while  they  live  on  earth,  though  they  may 
in  heaven. 
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Such  love  too  is  in  it  for  the  beautiful 
country  where  the  new  life  came  to  him : 

"  Oh !  woman-country,  woo*d,  not  wed ; 

Loved  all  the  more  by  earth's  male-lands, 
Laid  to  their  hearts  instead." 

Such  pictures  of  the  fair  autumn-tide. 

"  Oh  I  the  sense  of  the  yellow  mountain-flowers, 
And  the  thorny  balls,  each  three  in  one, 

The  chestnuts  throw  on  our  path  in  showers. 
For  the  drop  of  the  woodland  fruit's  begun, 

These  early  November  hours/' 

I  like  it  one  of  the  best  of  all. 

**The  Statue  and  the  Bust'*  is  a  story,  a 
sad  story  too.  Unlawful  love  that  was  never 
acted,  but  thought  only,  thought  through  life ; 
yet  were  the  lovers  none  the  less  sinners, 
therefore;  rather  the  more,  in  that  they  were 
cowards ;  for  in  thought  they  indulged  their 
love  freely,  and  no  fear  of  God,  no  hate  of 
wrong  or  love  of  right  restrained  them,  but 
only  a  certain  cowardly  irresolution.  So 
Robert  Browning  thinks : 

"  So !  while  these  wait  the  trump  of  doom ! 
How  do  their  spirits  pass,  I  wonder, 
Nights  and  days  in  the  narrow  room  ? 


114 


MEN   AND  WOMEN 

"  Still,  I  suppose,  they  sit  and  ponder 
What  a  gift  life  was,  ages  ago, 
Six  steps  9ut  of  the  chai>el  yonder 

"  Surely  they  see  not  God,  I  know, 

Nor  all  that  chivalry  of  His, 

The  soldier-saints,  who,  row  on  row, 

''  Bum  upward  each  to  his  point  of  bliss — 

Since  the  end  of  life  being  manifest, 

He  had  cut  his  way  through  the  world  to  this." 

I  cannot  tell  the  story,  you  must  read  it ; 
it  is  one  of  the  best  in  the  two  volumes:  the 
rhythm  so  wonderfully  suited  to  the  story,  it 
draws  you  along  through  the  days  and  years 
that  the  lovers  passed  in  delay,  so  quietly, 
swiftly,  smoothly. 

Here  is  another,  **  The  last  ride  together ; " 
one  disappointed  in  his  best  hopes  of  love, 
looking  on  the  whole  world  struggling  so, 
with  calm  hopeless  eyes;  so  calm,  though 
not  altogether  miserable.  There  is  no  need 
for  him  to  struggle  now  he  thinks;  he  has 
failed;  that  is  enough,  failed  as  all  others 
fail:  he  is  not  worse  off  than  his  fellows. 
Meanwhile  she  is  riding  with  him;  the 
present  is  somewhat  blissful;  moreover  he 
says: 
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"  Who  knows  what's  fit  for  us  ?    Had  fate 
Proposed  bliss  here  should  sublimate 
My  being ;  had  I  signed  the  bond — 
Still  one  must  lead  some  life  beyond, 
Have  a  bliss  to  die  with,  dim-descried. 
This  foot  once  planted  on  the  goal, 
This  glory-garland  round  my  soul, 
Cotdd  I  descry  such  ?    Try  and  test ! 
I  sink  back  shuddering  from  the  quest — 
Earth  being  so  good,  would  heaven  seem  best? 
Now,  Heaven,  and  she  are  beyond  this  zide.'* 

Then  over  him  comes  a  strange  feeling — 
he  does  not  know — it  is  all  so  blissful,  so 
calm:  "She  has  not  spoke  so  long/' — 
suppose  it  be  that  it  was  Heaven  now  at 
this  moment. 

"  What  if  we  still  ride  on,  we  two. 
With  life  for  ever  old,  yet  new, 
Changed  not  in  kind  but  in  degree. 
The  instant  made  eternity — 
And  Heaven  just  prove  that  I  and  she 
Ride,  ride  together,  for  ever  ride  ?  " 

**  In  a  Balcony ''  is  a  strange  poem,  hard  to 
make  out  at  first ;  and  for  my  part,  I  am  not 
at  all  sure  that  I  apprehend  it  rightly. 

It  seems  to  me  that  Constance  and 
Norbert,  being  cowardly,  did  at  first  intend 
merely  to  deceive  the  queen,  then,  that 
Constance,   moved   by   the    poor    woman's 
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joy  at  her  supposed  lover,  and  by  her 
unexpected  declaration  of  affection  for 
herself,  really  intended  to  sacrifice  her  love 
to  the  queen;  but  that  Norbert's  sick  fear, 
his  wild  passionate  terror,  overcomes  her, 
and  their  love  is  declared,  with  who  knows 
what  fate  in  store  for  them;  but  it  is  all 
intricate  and  difficult — ^like  human  action. 

''Women  and  roses"  I  must  mention, 
seeing  that  some  reviewer  thinks  it  impos- 
sible to  solve  the  riddle  of  it.  I  will  try,  not 
thinking  it  so  very  difficult  either.  Some 
man  thinking,  dreaming  of  women,  they  fall 
into  three  bands — ^those  that  have  been, 
those  that  are,  those  that  will  be ;  but  with 
neither  of  these  bands  can  he  feel  entire 
sympathy.  He  cannot  enter  into  the  heart 
of  them;  their  very  vividness  of  face  and 
form  draws  his  heart  away  from  their  souls, 
and  so  they  seem  to  him  cold  and  unloving. 

It  certainly  does  not  sound  very  well  as 
I  have  put  it;  in  fact  it  does  not  often  help 
poems  much  to  solve  them,  because  there 
are  in  poems  so  many  exquisitely  small  and 
delicate  turns  of  thought  running  through 
their  music,  and  along  with  it,  that  cannot 
be   done   into   prose,  any   more    than   the 
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infinite  variety  of  form,  and  shadow,  and 
colour  in  a  great  picture  can  be  rendered  by 
a  coloured  woodcut. 

Which  (in  the  case  of  the  poem)  is  caused, 
I  suppose,  by  its  being  concentrated  thought. 

I  quote  some  of  this  poem  ( **  Women  and 
Roses"):  — 

"  I  dream  of  a  red-rose  tree, 

And  which  of  its  roses  three 

Is  the  dearest  rose  to  me  ? 
Round  and  round,  like  a  dance  of  snow 
In  a  dazzling  drift,  as  its  guardians,  go 
Floating  the  women,  faded  for  ages. 
Sculptured  in  stone,  on  the  poets  pages. 
Then  follow  the  women,  fresh  and  gay, 
Living  and  loving,  and  loved  to-day. 
Last,  in  the  rear,  flee  the  multitude  of  maidens. 
Beauties  unborn :  and  all,  to  one  cadence, 
They  circle  the  rose  on  my  rose-tree." 

Very  worthily  are  the  love-poems  crowned 
by  the  final  dedication  to  £.  B.  B.  I  quote 
the  last  four  lines : 

"  Oh  their  Rafael  of  the  dear  Madonnas, 
Oh,  their  Dante  of  the  dread  Inferno, 
Wrote  one  song — and  in  my  brain  I  sing  it ; 
Drew  one  angel — borne,  see,  on  my  bosom !  ** 

Pardon  me,  reader,  that  I  have  said  little 
about  many  of  the  best  poems;  that  I  have 
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said  nothing  at  all  about  several;  nothing 
about  the  ecstacy  of  prayer  and  love  in 
"Saul;'*  nothing  about  the  sacrifice  of  life, 
and  its  enjoyments,  to  knowledge  in  the 
"Grammarian's  Funeral;"  nothing  about 
the  passionate  "Lover's  Quarrel,"  about 
**  Mesmerism/'  "  Any  wife  to  any  husband," 
and  many  others.  My  consolation  is,  that 
we  shall  have  a  good  deal  more  to  say  of 
Robert  Browning  in  this  Magazine,  and  then 
we  can  make  amends. 

Yet  a  few  words,  and  I  have  done.  For, 
as  I  wrote  this,  many  times  angry  indignant 
words  came  to  my  lips,  which  stopped  my 
writing  till  I  could  be  quieter.  For  I 
suppose,  reader,  that  you  see  whereabouts 
among  the  poets  I  place  Robert  Browning; 
high  among  the  poets  of  all  time,  and  I 
scarce  know  whether  first,  or  second,  in  our 
own:  and,  it  is  a  bitter  thing  to  me  to  see 
the  way  in  which  he  has  been  received  by 
almost  everybody;  many  having  formed  a 
certain  theory  of  their  own  about  him,  from 
reading,  I  suppose,  some  of  the  least  finished 
poems  among  the  "  Dramatic  Lyrics,"  make 
all  facts  bend  to  this  theory,  after  the  fashion 
of  theory-mongers:  they  think  him,  or  say 
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they  think  him,  a  careless  man,  writing  down 
anyhow  anything  that  comes  into  his  head. 
Oh  truly!  "The  statue  and  the  bust"  shows 
this !  or  the  soft  solemn  flow  of  that  poem, 
"By  the  Fireside  1"  "  Paracelsus  I  "—that, 
with  its  wonderful  rhythm,  its  tender  sadness, 
its  noble  thoughts,  must  have  been  very  easy 
to  write,  surely  I 

Then  they  say,  too,  that  Browning  b  so 
obscure  as  not  to  be  understood  by  any  one. 
Now,  I  know  well  enough  what  they  mean 
by  "obscure,"  and  I  know  also  that  they 
use  the  word  wrongly;  meaning  difficult  to 
understand  fully  at  first  reading,  or,  say  at 
second  reading,  even :  yet,  taken  so,  in  what 
a  cloud  of  obscurity  would  "Hamlet"  be  I 
Do  they  think  this  to  be  the  case?  they 
daren't  say  so  at  all  events,  though  I  suspect 
some  of  them  of  thinking  so. 

Now,  I  don't  say  that  Robert  Browning  is 
not  sometimes  really  obscure.  He  would  be 
a  perfect  poet  (of  some  calibre  or  other)  if 
he  were  not;  but  I  assert,  fearlessly,  that 
this  obscurity  is  seldom  so  prominent  as  to 
make  his  poems  hard  to  understand  on  this 
ground:  while,  as  to  that  which  they  call 
obscurity,  it  results  from  depth  of  thought, 
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and  greatness  of  subject,  on  the  poet's  part, 
and  on  his  readers'  part,  from  their  shallower 
brains  and  more  bounded  knowledge;  nay, 
often  I  fear  from  mere  wanton  ignorance 
and  idleness. 

So  I  believe  that,  though  this  obscurity,  so 
called,  would  indeed  be  very  objectionable, 
if,  as  some  seem  to  think,  poetry  is  merely  a 
department  of  "light  literature;"  yet,  if  it  is 
rather  one  of  the  very  grandest  of  all  God's 
gifts  to  men,  we  must  not  think  it  hard  if  we 
have  sometimes  to  exercise  thought  over  a 
great  poem,  nay,  even  sometimes  the  utmost 
straining  of  all  our  thoughts,  an  agony  almost 
equal  to  that  of  the  poet  who  created  the 
poem. 

However,  this  accusation  against  Browning 
of  carelessness,  and  consequent  roughness 
in  rhythm,  and  obscurity  in  language  and 
thought,  has  come  to  be  pretty  generally 
believed;  and  people,  as  a  rule,  do  not 
read  him ;  this  evil  spreading  so,  that  many, 
almost  unconsciously,  are  kept  from  reading 
him,  who,  if  they  did  read,  would  sympathize 
with  him  thoroughly. 

But  it  was  always  so;  it  was  so  with 
Tennyson  when  he  first  published  his  poems ; 
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it  was  so  last  year  with  Maud ;  it  is  so  with 
Ruskin;  they  petted  him  indeed  at  first; 
his  wonderful  eloquence  having  some  effect 
even  upon  the  critics;  but,  as  his  circle  grew 
larger,  and  larger,  embracing  more  and  more 
truth,  they  more  and  more  fell  off  from  him ; 
his  firm  faith  in  right  they  call  arrogance 
and  conceit  now;  his  eager  fighting  with 
falsehood  and  wrong  they  call  unfairness. 
I  wonder  what  they  will  say  to  his  new 
volume. 

The  story  of  the  Prse-Raphaelites — ^we 
all  know  that,  only  here,  thank  Heaven  I 
the  public  has  chosen  to  judge  for  itself 
somewhat,  though  to  this  day  their  noblest 
pictures  are  the  least  popular. 

Yes,  I  wonder  what  the  critics  would  have 
said  to  "  Hamlet  Prince  of  Denmark,"  if  it 
had  been  first  published  by  Messrs.  Chapman 
and  Hall  in  the  year  1855. 
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A  New  Volume  of  Poetry  by  George 
Meredith. 

Mr.  Robert  Louis  Stevenson  placed  Georgre 
Meredith  *'next  to  Shakespeare  in  all  literature»" 
and  the  publication  of  his  recent  volume  of  *'Select- 
ed  Poems"  called  forth  many  remarkable  tributes 
to  his  poetic  genius. 

The  Eugene  Field  I  Knew. 

By  Francis  Wilson.    Illustrated.   i2mo,  $1.25. 

The  lon^  and  intimate  friendship  of  the  famous 
comedian  with  Eugene  Field  was  based  especially 
upon  their  mutuallove  of  books,  and  many  of  the 
anecdotes  with  which  this  volume  is  filled  have  a 
bookish  flavor. 
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Stories,  Studies  and  Sketches  by  **Q, 

9  volumes,  each  i2mo,  $1.23. 

This  is  the  first  uniform  edition  of  Mr.  Quiller 
Couch,  whom  The  New  York  Times  has  declared 
to  be  in  many  respects  the  first  of  modem  short 
story  writers." 

Emerson,  and  Other  Essays. 

By  John  Jay  Chapman.    i2mo.  $1.25. 

Mr.  Chapman's  essay  on  Emerson,  published 
in  magazine  form  a  ^ear  ago,  revealed  a  critic  of 
notable  force  and  incisiveness. 


CHARLES  SCRIBNER'S  SONS, 

153-157   FIFTH   AVENUE,         NEW  YORK,   N.  Y. 


THE  CHILDREN  OF  THE  NIGHT. 
A  Book  of  Poems  by  Edwin  Ar- 
lington Robinson,  with  elaborate 
cover  designs  in  colors  by  T.  B. 
Hapgood,  Jr. 


Says  the  Boston  Transcript :    {first  notice^ 

"  This  small  volume  gives  evidence  that  a  new  poet 
has  risen  among  us ;  one  who  is  ^et  sure  to  nvin  his 
place  and  keep  it  among  the  true  smgers.'* 

Says  the  Boston  Transcript :    (second  notice.) 

"It  is  dangerous  to  prophesy  or  even  to  praise  too 
highly  in  the  case  of  a  volume  of  verse ;  but  it  is  easUv 
within  the  bounds  of  caution  to  say  that  this  little  book 
is  worth  reading;  that  its  message  is  ennobling  and 
stimulating,  and  that  no  one  can  doubt  its  promise  for 
the  future.  It  bears  what  is,  after  all,  the  only  test 
that  one  can  apply  in  the  case  of  one's  contemporaries, 
the  test  of  a  repeated  reading." 

Says  The  Outlook: 

'*  The  adequate  expression  of  one  who  is  both  thinker 
and  artist." 

Says  the  Dial: 

"  A  strong  and  distinctive  note  of  song." 

Says  the  Hartford  Post: 

"  A  little  book  of  verse  that  rings  true  and  that  has  at 
least  a  touch  of  the  divine  afflatus. 

Cloth,  i6mo,  Uncut  Deckle  Edges,  ^1.25  net. 
50  Copies  on  Japan  Vellum,  $3.00  net. 

Sent,  postpaid,  6y  the  Publishers  on  receipt  of  price. 

RICHARD   G.  BADGER   &   COMPANY, 

157  Tremont  St.,  Boston. 
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The  CMd  Voftd  Series 

925  copies  on  Van  Gelder  Paper,  at  $1.00  net. 
100  copies  on  Japan  Vellum,  at  $2.50  net 

Rubaiyat  of  Omar  Khayyam. 

FftxGerald's  version. 

Aucassin  and  Nicolete. 

Translated  by  Andrew  Lang. 

The  New  Life. 

Translated  by  D.  G.  I^jossetti. 

Ballads  *&  Lyrics  of  Old  France. 

*By  Andrew  Lang, 

The  Kasidah. 

•By  Capt.  Sir  1(icbard  F.  Vurton. 

A  new  edition  is  now  in  press,  ready 
early  in  April. 

Sylvie.    (Recollections  of  Valois.) 

'By  Girard  De  Nerval, 

Sonnets  of  Michael  Angelo. 

Translated  by  J.  A.  Symonds. 

Helen  of  Troy. 

'By  Andrew  Lang. 

Atalanta  in  Calydon. 

'By  Algernon  Charles  Swinburne. 


This  independent 
and  enterprising  pub- 
lisher of  Portland, 
Me.,  whose  position 
and  products  give  him 
a  somewhat  unique 
rank  among  the  Am- 
erican members  of  his 
profession,  will  con- 
tinue this  coming  sea- 
son the  issues  which 
have  made  his  press 
famous  in  the  past. 
It  is  difficult  to  set 
forth  in  words  the  na- 
ture of  the  outward 
attractions  which  are 
given  to  these  publi- 
cations of  Mr.  Mosh- 
er  by  the  combination 
of  his  taste,  his  pains 
and  his  resources. 
There  are  few  books 
like  them ;  we  do  not 
know  that  there  are 
anynowadays  exactly 
like  them.  Their 
form  and  size  are  un- 
usual ;  the  type  is  new 
and   brilliant   in   its 
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By  Elizabeth  Barrett  Brotoning, 


Tbe  Bibelot  Series* 


Long  Ago  by  Michael  Field.      • 

tA   Book  of  Lyrics   hosed  upon  tbe 
fragments  of  Sappho. 

PRICE  I^I.OO  NET. 

An  Italian  Garden. 

A  Book  of  Songs  by  tA.  Mary  F.  Rob- 
inson. 

PRICE  $I.OO  NET. 


Previous  ^Volumes. 

Rubaiyat  of  Omar  Khayyam. 

'Prose     Version   by   Justin    Huntly 

(McCarthy. 

PRICE  $1.75  NET. 

The  Defence  of  Guenevere. 

Hiy  William  Morris. 

PRICE  Jf  1.75   NET. 

The  Blessed  Damozel. 

tA  Booh  of  Lyrics  by  D.  G.  I^ossetti. 

PRICK  $2.50  NET. 

(5  copies  only  for  sale.) 


impression;  the  pa- 
pers Dutch  hand- 
made of  the  choicest 
quality;  the  decora* 
tions  are  artistic  in 
the  best  sense;  the 
bindings  and  wrap- 
pers are  chaste  and  re- 
fined; and  the  cases 
which  contain  some  of 
the  issues  are  them- 
selves results  of 
study.  Finally,  their 
prices  are  extremely 
low.  And  we  advise 
all  lovers  of  the  beau- 
tiful in  books  to  look 
out  for  them. — Tbe 
Literary  World,  Sep- 
tember 18,  1897. 


We  take  unusual 
pleasure,  as  we  have 
before  intimated,  in 
calling  attention  to 
Mr.  Mosher's  publi- 
cations, first,  because 
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The  Child  in  the  House. 

'By  Walter  *Pater. 

The  Pageant  of  Summer. 

By  1(tebard  Jefferies. 

The  Story  of  Amis  and  Amile. 

Translated  by  William  Morris, 

The  Story  of  Cupid  and  Psyche. 

Translated  by  Walter  'Pater. 

The  Story  Without  an  End. 

Translated  by  Sarab  ^Austin. 

The  Centaur  and  the  Bacchante. 

By  Maurice  de  GiUrin. 

PRICB  75  CBNTS  NBT,  BACH. 


Father  Damien. 

j4n  Open  Letter  to  tbe  Reverend  Dr. 
Hyde  of  Honolulu,  from  Robert  Louis 
Stevenson. 

With  portrait  and  rubricated  title- 
page  and  initial  letters. 

THB  BDITION  IS  AS  FOLLOWS: 

450  copies  on  Van  Gelder  Paper,  at  50  cents,  net. 
50  copies  Japan  Vellum,  at  $2.00  net. 
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THOMAS  B*  MOSHER, 
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of  their  intrinsic  ex- 
cellence as  represen- 
tative of  the  best 
literature ;  second  be- 
cause of  the  excep- 
tionally refined  taste 
and  thoughtful  pains 
with  which  they  are 
designed  and  made; 
third,  because  of  the 
reallymoderate  prices 
at  which  they  are  of- 
fered to  the  public; 
and  fourth,  because 
they  come  from  a  dty 
which  is  not  ordin%r 
rily  considered  a  cen- 
ter of  the  publishing 
trade.  Portland, 
Maine,  may  well  be 
proud  of  its  produc- 
tion of  these  books, 
and  Mr.  Mosher  has 
laid  a  good  many  peo- 
ple under  consider- 
able obligations  to 
him,  and  for  more 
reasons  than  one. — 
Tbe  Literary  World, 
November  27,  1897. 


THE  SONNETS  OF  MICHAEL 
ANGELO  BUONARROnn 


TRANSLATED  BY 
JOHN  ADDINOTON  SYMONOS 


NOT  one  of  the  least  obligations  the  world  of  English  letters 
is  under  to  the  late  John  Addington  Symonds  is  for  his 
complete  translation  of  the  sonnets  of  Michael  Angelo 
issued  in  1878. 

After  more  than  two  centuries  of  a  mistaken  theory  in  editing, 
an  authoritative  Italian  text  was  in  1863  first  given  to  the  world 
by  Signor  Cesare  Guasti ;  and  from  that  year  dates  the  restora- 
tion of  Michael  Angelo  to  his  place  as  one  of  the  world's  great 
poets.  It  was  immediately  seen  that  all  translations  based  upon 
the  text  of  Machael  Angelo  the  younger,  (1633),  whatever  their 
poetic  value,  were  of  incurable  inaccuracy. 


'*  Rossetti  often  remarked  that  be  bad  intended  to  translate  tbe 
sonnets  of  Micbael  Angelo,  until  be  satu  Mr  Symonds'  translation, 
foben  be  was  so  mucb  impressed  by  its  excellence  tbat  befortbxvitb 
abandoned  tbe  purpose." 

T.   HALL  CAINB. 

(Recollections  of  Dante  Gabriel 
Rossetti.    London,  1882.) 


THE  EDITION  IS  AS  FOLLOWS  : 

925  copies t  Van  Gelder  paper ^  at  $t/x)i  net, 
100  copies,  Japan  Vellumy  at  $2.^0,  net. 


THOMAS  B.   MOSHER, 
XLV  Exchange  St.,      -      Portland,  Maine. 
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*  So  near  to  Death,  so  far  away  from  God.* 

NOT  onljf  does  this  line  sum  up  Michael 
Angela*  s  inmost  tbougbt  about  bim- 
selff  it  also  passes  judgment  upon  bis 
magnificent  era  hastening  to  its  close, — 
tbat  Renaissance  wbicb  bas  run  its  course 
and  is  doomed  to  speedy  extinction  on 
Italian  soil.  In  previous  studies  of  tbat 
New  tAge  we  bofoe  felt  tbis  breatb  of  tbe 
Unseen,  in  Songs  of  dead  Florentines,  in 
La  Bella  Simonetta  *  borne  to  ber  grave 
witb  uncovered  face,*  in  tbe  work  of 
Botticelli,  and  'tbe  skjnest  of  tbem  all* 
Luca  delta  T^obbia. 

Even  more  poignantly  in  tbis  essay 
upon  tbe  master's  poetry  are  we  made 
acquainted  witb  bis  *  sentiment  of  profound 
pity*  —  'tbe  pity  of  tbe  Virgin  Mother 
over  tbe  dead  body  of  Christ,  expanded 
into  tbe  pity  of  all  mothers  over  all  dead 
sons*  In  a  passage  of  supreme  felicity 
Voter  interprets  tbe  beatitude  of  the  new 
body  as  discerned  by  Michael  Angela  ;  inter- 
prets it  witb  the  unforced  pathos  of  its 
inevitable  evanescence;  'the  new  body — a 
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dream  that  lingers  a  moment,  retreating  in 
the  dawn,  incomplete,  aimless,  helpless;  a 
thing  with  faint  hearing,  faint  memory, 
faint  power  of  touch ;  a  hreatb,  aflame  in 
the  doorway,  a  feather  in  the  wind.* 

If  this  was  Michael  Angelo*s  conception 
of  the  life  to  come,  it  is  unlike  T)ante*s 
belief  *who  thinks  indeed  the  dead  will  hear 
if  you  cry  loud  enough*  Nay,  after  three 
centuries,  it  is  singularly  modern, — our 
very  own!  For  these  words  are  clothed 
with  a  verity  we  cannot  disallow,  rather, 
must  accept  as  a  philosophic  finality. 
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The  Poetry  of 
Michelangelo 

By 

Walter  Pater 


(^ofo  that  tbese  wings  to  speed  my  wish  ascend. 
The  more  I  feel  vast  air  beneath  my  feet, 
The  more  toward  boundless  air  on  fnnions  fleet. 
Spuming  the  earth,  soaring  to  heaven,  I  tend : 

Nor  makes  them  stoop  their  flight  the  direful  end 
Of  Datdal's  son  ;  but  upward  still  they  beat : — 
fVbat  life  the  while  with  my  life  can  compete. 
Though  dead  to  earth  at  last  I  shall  descend? 

%My  own  heart's  voice  in  the  void  air  I  hear : 
Where  wilt  thou  bear  me,  O  rash  man  ?    Recall 
Thy  daring  will  I    This  boldness  waits  on  fear  I 

Dread  not,  I  answer,  that  tremendous  fall : 
Strike  through  the  clouds,  and  smile  when  death  is  near. 
If  death  so  glorious  be  our  doom  at  all  I 

GIORDANO   BRUNO  (?) 

(J.  A.  Symonds.) 


4  4  IV  T  OTHiNG  is  more  clear  than  that  Michael  Angelo 
1  ^  worshipped  Beauty  in  the  Platonic  spirit,  pass- 
ing beyond  its  personal  and  specific  manifesta- 
tions to  the  universal  and  impersonal.  This  thought  is 
repeated  over  and  over  again  in  his  poetry;  and  if  we  bear 
in  mind  that  he  habitually  regarded  the  loveliness  of  man 
or  woman  as  a  sign  and  symbol  of  eternal  and  immutable 
beauty,  we  shall  feel  it  of  less  importance  to  discover  who 
it  was  that  prompted  him  to  this  or  that  poetic  utterance. 
That  the  loves  of  his  youth  were  not  so  tranquil  as  those  of 
his  old  age,  appears  not  only  from  the  regret  expressed  in 
his  religious  verses,  but  also  from  one  or  two  of  the  rare 
sonnets  referable  to  his  manhood.'' 

"Each  supreme  artist  whom  God  hath  sent  into  the  world 
with  inspiration  and  a  particle  of  the  imperishable  fire,  is 
a  law  to  himself,  an  universe,  a  revelation  of  the  divine 
life  imder  one  of  its  innumerable  attributes.  We  cannot 
therefore  classify  Michelangelo  with  any  of  his  peers 
throughout  the  long  procession  of  the  ages.  Of  each  and 
all  of  them  it  must  be  said  in  Ariosto's  words,  'Nature  made 
him,  and  then  broke  the  mould.'  Yet  if  we  seek  Michel- 
angelo's affinities,  we  find  them  in  Lucretius  and  Beethoven, 
not  in  Sophocles  and  Mozart." 

J.  A.  SVMONDS. 

Note.  Both  forms  of  the  name  are  used  by  Symonds ; 
Michael  Angelo  in  his  translation  of  the  Sonnets^  and  his 
History  of  the  Italian  Renaissance;  and  later,  Michel- 
angelOf  in  the  Li/e. 

The  sonnet  given  on  the  preceding  page  "is  generally 
attributed  to  Giordana  Bruno,  in  whose  Dialogue  on  the 
Eroici  Furori  it  occurs."  (Symonds'  Introduction  to  The 
Sonnets  of  Michael  Angelo  and  Tontmaso  CampaneUat 
London,  1878.) 


THE   POETRY  OF  MICHELANGELO. 

CRITICS  of  Michelangelo  have  sometimes 
spoken  as  if  the  only  characteristic 
of  his  genius  were  a  wonderful  strength, 
verging,  as  in  the  things  of  the  imagination 
great  strength  always  does,  on  what  is 
singular  or  strange.  A  certain  strangeness, 
something  of  the  blossoming  of  the  aloe,  is 
indeed  an  element  in  all  true  works  of  art; 
that  they  shall  excite  or  surprise  us  is  indis- 
pensable. But  that  they  shall  give  pleasure 
and  exert  a  charm  over  us  is  indispensable 
too;  and  this  strangeness  must  be  sweet 
also — 2L  lovely  strangeness.  And  to  the  true 
admirers  of  Michelangelo  this  is  the  true 
type  of  the  Michelangelesque — sweetness 
and  strength,  pleasure  with  surprise,  an 
energy  of  conception  which  seems  at  every 
moment  about  to  break  through  ail  the 
conditions  of  comely  form,  recovering,  touch 
by  touch,  a  loveliness  found  usually  only  in 
the  simplest  natural  things — €x  forti  dtUcedo, 
In  this  way  he  sums  up  for  them  the 
whole  character  of  medieval  art  itself  in  that 
which  distinguishes  it  most  clearly  from 
classical  work,  the  presence  of  a  convulsive 
energy  in  it,  becoming  in  lower  hands  merely 
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monstrous  or  forbidding,  but  felt,  even  in 
its  most  graceful  products,  as  a  subdued 
quaintness  or  grotesque.  Yet  those  who 
feel  this  grace  or  sweetness  in  Michelangelo 
might  at  the  first  moment  be  puzzled  if  they 
were  asked  wherein  precisely  the  quality 
resided.  Men  of  inventive  temperament — 
Victor  Hugo,  for  instance,  in  whom,  as  in 
Michelangelo,  people  have  for  the  most  part 
been  attracted  or  repelled  by  the  strength, 
while  few  have  understood  his  sweetness — 
have  sometimes  relieved  conceptions  of 
merely  moral  or  spiritual  greatness,  but  with 
little  aesthetic  charm  of  their  own,  by  lovely 
accidents  or  accessories,  like  the  butterfly 
which  alights  on  the  blood-stained  barricade 
in  Les  MisSrahlest  or  those  sea-birds  for  which 
the  monstrous  Gilliatt  comes  to  be  as  some 
wild  natural  thing  so  that  they  are  no  longer 
afraid  of  him,  in  Les  Travailleurs  ds  la  Mer. 
But  the  austere  genius  of  Michelangelo,  will 
not  depend  for  its  sweetness  on  any  mere 
accessories  like  these.  The  world  of  natural 
things  has  almost  no  existence  for  him; 
*'When  one  speaks  of  him,"  says  Grimm, 
*<  woods,  clouds,  seas,  and  mountains  dis- 
appear, and  only  what  is  formed  by  the 
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spirit  of  man  remains  behind;"  and  he 
quotes  a  few  slight  words  from  a  letter  of 
his  to  Vasari  as  the  single  expression  in  all 
he  has  left  of  a  feeling  for  nature.  He  has 
traced  no  flowers,  like  those  with  which 
Leonardo  stars  over  his  gloomiest  rocks; 
nothing  like  the  fretwork  of  wings  and 
flames  in  which  Blake  frames  his  most 
startling  conceptions;  no  forest-scenery  like 
Titian's  fills  his  backgrounds,  but  only  blank 
ranges  of  rock,  and  dim  vegetable  forms  as 
blank  as  they,  as  in  a  world  before  the 
creation  of  the  first  five  days. 

Of  the  whole  story  of  the  creation  he  has 
painted  only  the  creation  of  the  first  man 
and  woman,  and,  for  him  at  least,  feebly,  the 
creation  of  light.  It  belongs  to  the  quality 
of  his  genius  thus  to  concern  itself  almost 
exclusively  with  the  creation  of  man.  For 
him  it  is  not,  as  in  the  story  itself,  the  last 
and  crowning  act  of  a  series  of  developments, 
but  the  first  and  unique  act,  the  creation  of 
life  itself  in  its  supreme  form,  off-hand  and 
immediately,  in  the  cold  and  lifeless  stone. 
With  him  the  beginning  of  life  has  all  the 
characteristics  of  resurrection ;  it  is  like  the 
recovery  of  suspended  health  or  animation, 
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with  its  gratitude,  its  effusion,  and  eloquence. 
Fair  as  the  young  men  of  the  Elgin  marblesi 
the  Adam  of  the  Sistine  Chapel  is  unlike 
them  in  a  total  absence  of  that  balance  and 
completeness  which  express  so  well  the 
sentiment  of  a  self-contained,  independent 
life.  In  that  languid  figure  there  is  some- 
thing rude  and  satyr-like,  something  akin  to 
the  rugged  hillside  on  which  it  lies.  His 
whole  form  is  gathered  into  an  expression 
of  mere  expectation  and  reception;  he  has 
hardly  strength  enough  to  lift  his  finger  to 
touch  the  finger  of  the  creator;  yet  a  touch 
of  the  finger-tips  will  suffice. 

This  creation  of  life — life  coming  always 
as  relief  or  recovery,  and  always  in  strong 
contrast  with  the  rough-hewn  mass  in  which 
it  is  kindled — is  in  various  ways  the  motive 
of  all  his  work,  whether  its  immediate 
subject  be  Pagan  or  Christian,  legend  or 
allegory ;  and  this,  although  at  least  one-half 
of  his  work  was  designed  for  the  adornment 
of  tombs — the  tomb  of  Julius,  the  tombs 
of  the  Medici.  Not  the  Judgment  but  the 
Resurrection  is  the  real  subject  of  his  last 
work  in  the  Sistine  Chapel ;  and  his  favourite 
Pagan  subject  is  the  legend  of  Leda,  the 
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delight  of  the  world  breaking  from  the  egg 
of  a  bird.  As  I  have  already  pointed  out, 
he  secures  that  ideality  of  expression 
which  in  Greek  sculpture  depends  on  a 
delicate  system  of  abstraction,  and  in  early 
Italian  sculpture  on  lowness  of  relief,  by 
an  incompleteness,  which  is  surely  not 
always  undesigned,  and  which  I  suppose 
no  one  regrets,  and  trusts  to  the  spectator 
to  complete  the  half-emergent  form.  And 
as  his  persons  have  something  of  the 
unwTOught  stone  about  them,  so,  as  if  to 
realise  the  expression  by  which  the  old 
Florentine  records  describe  a  sculptor — 
master  of  live  stone — with  him  the  very 
rocks  seem  to  have  life;  they  have  but  to 
cast  away  the  dust  and  scurf  that  they  may 
rise  and  stand  on  their  feet.  He  loved  the 
very  quarries  of  Carrara,  those  strange  grey 
peaks  which  even  at  mid-day  convey  into  any 
scene  from  which  they  are  visible  something 
of  the  solemnity  and  stillness  of  evening, 
sometimes  wandering  among  them  month 
after  month,  till  at  last  their  pale  ashen 
colours  seem  to  have  passed  into  his 
painting;  and  on  the  crown  of  the  head 
of  the  David  there  still  remains  a  morsel  of 
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uncut  Stone,  as  if  by  one  touch  to  maintain 
its  connexion  with  the  place  from  which  it 
was  hewn. 

And  it  is  in  this  penetrative  suggestion 
of  life  that  the  secret  of  that  sweetness  of 
his  is  to  be  found.  He  gives  us  indeed 
no  lovely  natural  objects  like  Leonardo  or 
Titian,  but  only  the  coldest,  most  elementary 
shadowing  of  rock  or  tree;  no  lovely  dra- 
peries and  comely  gestures  of  life,  but  only 
the  austere  truths  of  human  nature ;  **  simple 
persons  " — as  he  replied  in  his  rough  way  to 
the  querulous  criticism  of  Julius  the  Second, 
that  there  was  no  gold  on  the  figures  of 
the  Sistine  Chapel — "simple  persons,  who 
wore  no  gold  on  their  garments;"  but  he 
penetrates  us  with  a  sense  of  that  power 
which  we  associate  with  all  the  warmth  and 
fulness  of  the  world,  and  the  sense  of  which 
brings  into  one*s  thoughts  a  swarm  of  birds 
and  flowers  and  insects.  The  brooding  spirit 
of  life  itself  is  there;  and  the  summer  may 
burst  out  in  a  moment. 

He  was  bom  in  an  interval  of  a  rapid 
midnight  journey  in  March,  at  a  place  in  the 
neighbourhood  of  Arezzo,  the  thin,  dear  air 
of  which,  as  was  then  thought,  being  favour- 
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able  to  the  birth  of  children  of  great  parts. 
He  came  of  a  race  of  grave  and  dignified 
men,  who,  claiming  kinship  with  the  family 
of  Canossa,  and  some  colour  of  imperial 
blood  in  their  veins,  had,  generation  after 
generation,  received  honourable  employment 
under  the  government  of  Florence.  His 
mother,  a  girl  of  nineteen  years,  put  him  out 
to  nurse  at  a  country  house  among  the  hills 
of  Settignano,  where  every  other  inhabitant 
is  a  worker  in  the  marble  quarries,  and  the 
child  early  became  familiar  with  that  strange 
first  stage  in  the  sculptor's  art.  To  this 
succeeded  the  influence  of  the  sweetest  and 
most  placid  master  Florence  had  yet  seen, 
Domenico  Ghirlandajo.  At  fifteen  he  was 
at  work  among  the  curiosities  of  the  garden 
of  the  Medici,  copying  and  restoring  antiques, 
winning  the  condescending  notice  of  the  great 
Lorenzo.  He  knew  too  how  to  excite  strong 
hatreds;  and  it  was  at  this  time  that  in  a 
quarrel  with  a  fellow-student  he  received  a 
blow  on  the  face  which  deprived  him  for 
ever  of  the  comeliness  of  outward  form.  It 
was  through  an  accident  that  he  came  to 
study  those  works  of  the  early  Italian 
sculptors  which  suggested  much  of  his  own 
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grandest  work,  and  impressed  it  with  so  deep 
a  sweetness.  He  believed  in  dreams  and 
omens.  One  of  his  friends  dreamed  twice 
that  Lorenzo,  then  lately  dead,  appeared 
to  him  in  grey  and  dusty  apparel.  To 
Michelangelo  this  dream  seemed  to  portend 
the  troubles  which  afterwards  really  came, 
and  with  the  suddenness  which  was  char- 
acteristic of  all  his  movements,  he  left 
Florence.  Having  occasion  to  pass  through 
Bologna,  he  neglected  to  procure  the  little 
seal  of  red  wax  which  the  stranger  entering 
Bologna  must  carry  on  the  thumb  of  his 
right  hand.  He  had  no  money  to  pay  the 
fine,  and  would  have  been  thrown  into  prison 
had  not  one  of  the  magistrates  interposed. 
He  remained  in  this  man's  house  a  whole 
year,  rewarding  his  hospitality  by  readings 
from  the  Italian  poets  whom  he  loved. 
Bologna,  with  its  endless  colonnades  and 
fantastic  leaning  towers,  can  never  have 
been  one  of  the  lovelier  cities  of  Italy. 
But  about  the  portals  of  its  vast  unfinished 
churches  and  its  dark  shrines  half  hidden  by 
votive  flowers  and  candles,  lie  some  of  the 
sweetest  works  of  the  early  Tuscan  sculptors, 
Giovanni  da  Pisa  and  Jacopo  della  Querela, 
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things  as  winsome  as  flowers ;  and  the  year 
which  Michelangelo  spent  in  copying  these 
works  was  not  a  lost  year.  It  was  now, 
on  returning  to  Florence,  that  he  put  forth 
that  unique  presentment  of  Bacchus,  which 
expresses,  not  the  mirthfulness  of  the  god  of 
wine,  but  his  sleepy  seriousness,  his  enthu- 
siasm, his  capacity  for  profound  dreaming. 
No  one  ever  expressed  more  truly  than 
Michelangelo  the  notion  of  inspired  sleep,  of 
faces  charged  with  dreams.  A  vast  fragment 
of  marble  had  long  lain  below  the  Loggia  of 
Orcagna,  and  many  a  sculptor  had  had  his 
thoughts  of  a  design  which  should  just  fill 
this  famous  block  of  stone,  cutting  the 
diamond,  as  it  were,  without  loss.  Under 
Michelangelo's  hand  it  became  the  David 
which  stood  till  lately  on  the  steps  of  the 
Palazzo  VecchiOy  when  it  was  replaced  below 
the  Loggia,  Michelangelo  was  now  thirty 
years  old,  and  his  reputation  was  established. 
Three  great  works  fill  the  remainder  of  his 
life — three  works  often  interrupted,  carried  on 
through  a  thousand  hesitations,  a  thousand 
disappointments,  quarrels  with  his  patrons, 
quarrels  with  his  family,  quarrels  perhaps 
most  of  all  with  himself — the  Sistine  Chapel, 
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the  Mausoleum  of  Julius  the  Second,  and 
the  sacristy  of  San  Lorenzo. 

In  the  story  of  Michelangelo's  life  the 
strength,  often  turning  to  bitterness,  is  not 
far  to  seek;  a  discordant  note  sounds 
throughout  it  which  almost  spoils  the  music. 
He  "  treats  the  Pope  as  the  King  of  France 
himself  would  not  dare  to  treat  him";  he 
goes  along  the  streets  of  Rome  *'like  an 
executioner/'  Raffaelle  says  of  him.  Once 
he  seems  to  have  shut  himself  up  with  the 
intention  of  starving  himself  to  death.  As 
we  come  in  reading  his  life  on  its  harsh, 
untempered  incidents,  the  thought  again  and 
again  arises  that  he  is  one  of  those  who  incur 
the  judgment  of  Dante,  as  having  <* wilfully 
lived  in  sadness."  Even  his  tenderness  and 
pity  are  embittered  by  their  strength.  What 
passionate  weeping  in  that  mysterious  figure 
which,  in  the  Creation  of  Adanty  crouches 
below  the  image  of  the  Almighty,  as  he 
comes  with  the  forms  of  things  to  be, 
woman  and  her  progeny,  in  the  fold  of  his 
garment  1  What  a  sense  of  wrong  in  those 
two  captive  youths,  who  feel  the  chains  like 
scalding  water  on  their  proud  and  delicate 
flesh !    The  idealist  who  became  a  reformer 
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with  Savonarola,  and  a  republican  superin- 
tending the  fortification  of  Florence — the 
nest  where  he  was  bom,  il  nido  ove  naqquUo, 
as  he  calls  it  once,  in  a  sudden  throb  of 
affection — ^in  its  last  struggle  for  liberty,  yet 
believed  always  that  he  had  imperial  blood 
in  his  veins  and  was  of  the  kindred  of  the 
great  Matilda,  had  within  the  depths  of  his 
nature  some  secret  spring  of  indignation 
or  sorrow.  We  know  little  of  his  youth, 
but  all  tends  to  make  one  believe  in  the 
vehemence  of  its  passions.  Beneath  the 
Platonic  calm  of  the  sonnets  there  is  latent 
a  deep  delight  in  carnal  form  and  colour. 
There,  and  still  more  in  the  madrigals,  he 
often  falls  into  the  language  of  less  tranquil 
affections;  while  some  of  them  have  the 
colour  of  penitence,  as  from  a  wanderer  re- 
turning home.  He  who  spoke  so  decisively 
of  the  supremacy  in  the  imaginative  world 
of  the  unveiled  human  form  had  not  been 
always,  we  may  think,  a  mere  Platonic  lover. 
Vague  and  wayward  his  loves  may  have 
been;  but  they  partook  of  the  strength 
of  his  nature,  and  sometimes,  it  may  be, 
would  by  no  means  become  music,  so 
that   the   comely   order  of   his   days   was 
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quite  put  out :  par  eke  amaro  ogni  mio  dolce 
to  senta. 

But  his  genius  is  in  harmony  with  itself; 
and  just  as  in  the  products  of  his  art  we  find 
resources  of  sweetness  within  their  exceeding 
strength,  so  in  his  own  story  also,  bitter  as 
the  ordinary  sense  of  it  may  be,  there  are 
select  pages  shut  in  among  the  rest — ^pages 
one  might  easily  turn  over  too  lightly,  but 
which  yet  sweeten  the  whole  volume.  The 
interest  of  Michelangelo's  poems  is  that 
they  make  us  spectators  of  this  struggle; 
the  struggle  of  a  strong  nature  to  adorn  and 
attune  itself;  the  struggle  of  a  desolating 
passion,  which  yearns  to  be  resigned  and 
sweet  and  pensive,  as  Dante's  was.  It  is  a 
consequence  of  the  occasional  and  informal 
character  of  his  poetry,  that  it  brings  us 
nearer  to  himself,  his  own  mind  and  temper, 
than  any  work  done  only  to  support  a 
literary  reputation  could  possibly  do.  His 
letters  tell  us  little  that  is  worth  knowing 
about  him — a  few  poor  quarrels  about  money 
and  commissions.  But  it  is  quite  otherwise 
with  these  songs  and  sonnets,  written  down 
at  odd  moments,  sometimes  on  the  margins 
of  his  sketches,  themselves  often  unfinished 


•38 


THE  POETRY  OF  MICHELANGELO 

sketches,  arresting  some  salient  feeling  or 
unpremeditated  idea  as  it  passed.  And  it 
happens  that  a  true  study  of  these  has 
become  within  the  last  few  years  for  the 
first  time  possible.  A  few  of  the  sonnets 
circulated  widely  in  manuscript,  and  became 
almost  within  Michelangelo's  own  lifetime 
a  subject  of  academical  discourses.  But 
they  were  first  collected  in  a  volume  in 
1623  by  the  great-nephew  of  Michelangelo, 
Michelangelo  Buonarroti  the  younger.  He 
omitted  much,  re-wrote  the  sonnets  in  part, 
and  sometimes  compressed  two  or  more 
compositions  into  one,  always  losing  some- 
thing of  the  force  and  incisiveness  of  the 
original.  So  the  book  remained,  neglected 
even  by  Italians  themselves  in  the  last 
century,  through  the  influence  of  that  French 
taste  which  despised  all  compositions  of  the 
kind,  as  it  despised  and  neglected  Dante. 
*'  His  reputation  will  ever  be  on  the  increase, 
because  he  is  so  little  read,"  says  Voltaire  of 
Dante. — But  in  1858  the  last  of  the  Buonarroti 
bequeathed  to  the  municipality  of  Florence 
the  curiosities  of  hb  family.  Among  them 
was  a  precious  volume  containing  the  auto- 
graph of  the  sonnets.    A  learned  Italian, 
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Signor  Cesare  Guasti,  undertook  to  collate 
this  autograph  with  other  manuscripts  at 
the  Vatican  and  elsewhere,  and  in  1863 
published  a  true  version  of  Michelangelo's 
poems,  with  dissertations  and  a  paraphrase.* 
People  have  often  spoken  of  these  poems 
as  if  they  were  a  mere  cry  of  distress,  a 
lover's  complaint  over  the  obduracy  of 
Vittoria  Colonna.  But  those  who  speak 
thus  forget  that  though  it  is  quite  possible 
that  Michelangelo  had  seen  Vittoria,  that 
somewhat  shadowy  figure,  as  early  as  1 537, 
yet  their  closer  intimacy  did  not  begin  till 
about  the  year  1 542,  when  Michelangelo  was 
nearly  seventy  years  old.  Vittoria  herself, 
an  ardent  neo-catholic,  vowed  to  perpetual 
widowhood  since  the  news  had  reached  her, 
seventeen  years  before,  that  her  husband, 
the  youthful  and  princely  Marquess  of 
Pescara,  lay  dead  of  the  wounds  he  had 
received  in  the  battle  of  Pavia,  was  then  no 
longer  an  object  of  great  passion.  In  a 
dialogue  written  by  the  painter,  Francesco 
d'OUanda,  we  catch  a  glimpse  of  them 
together  in  an  empty  church  at  Rome,  one 


*  The  sonnets  have  been  translated  into  English, 
with  much  poetic  taste  and  skill,  by  Mr.  J.  A.  Symonds. 
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Sunday  afternoon,  discussing  indeed  the 
characteristics  of  various  schools  of  art,  but 
still  more  the  writings  of  Saint  Paul,  already 
following  the  ways  and  tasting  the  sunless 
pleasures  of  weary  people,  whose  hold  on 
outward  things  is  slackening.  In  a  letter 
still  extant  he  regrets  that  when  he  visited 
her  after  death  he  had  kissed  her  hands 
only.  He  made,  or  set  to  work  to  make, 
a  crucifix  for  her  use,  and  twcr  drawings, 
perhaps  in  preparation  for  it,  are  now  in 
Oxford.  From  allusions  in  the  sonnets,  we 
may  divine  that  when  they  first  approached 
each  other  he  had  debated  much  with 
himself  whether  this  last  passion  would  be 
the  most  unsoftening,  the  most  desolating 
of  all — un  dolce  amaro,  un  si  e  no  mi  rmum; 
is  it  carnal  affection,  or,  d$l  suo  prestino  stato 
(Plato's  anti-natal  state)  il  raggio  ardmte? 
The  older,  conventional  criticism,  dealing 
with  the  text  of  1623,  had  lightly  assumed 
that  all  or  nearly  all  the  sonnets  were 
actually  addressed  to  Vittoria  herself;  but 
Signor  Guasti  finds  only  four,  or  at  most 
five,  which  can  be  so  attributed  on  genuine 
authority.  Still,  there  are  reasons  which 
make  him  assign  the  majority  of  them  to 
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the  period  between  1542  and  1547,  and  we 
may  regard  the  volume  as  a  record  of  this 
resting-place  in  Michelangelo's  story.  We 
know  how  Goethe  escaped  from  the  stress 
of  sentiments  too  strong  for  him  by  making 
a  book  about  them;  and  for  Michelangelo, 
to  write  down  his  passionate  thoughts  at  all, 
to  make  sonnets  about  them,  was  already  in 
some  measure  to  command,  and  have  his 
way  with  them — 

La  vita  del  nUa  amor  nan  ^  il  cor  mio, 
CVamor,  di  quel  cb*io  famo,  }  sen^a  core. 

It  was  just  because  Vittoria  raised  no  great 
passion  that  the  space  in  his  life  where  she 
reigns  has  such  peculiar  suavity;  and  the 
spirit  of  the  sonnets  is  lost  if  we  once  take 
them  out  of  that  dreamy  atmosphere  in 
which  men  have  things  as  they  will,  because 
the  hold  of  all  outward  things  upon  them  is 
faint  and  thin.  Their  prevailing  tone  is  a 
calm  and  meditative  sweetness.  The  cry 
of  distress  is  indeed  there,  but  as  a  mere 
residue,  a  trace  of  bracing  chalybeate  salt, 
just  discernible  in  the  song  which  rises  as  a 
clear,  sweet  spring  from  a  charmed  space  in 
his  life. 
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This  charmed  and  temperate  space  in 
Michelangelo's  life,  without  which  its  exces- 
sive strength  would  have  been  so  imperfect, 
which  saves  him  from  the  judgment  of 
Dante  on  those  who  "wilfully  lived  in 
sadness,"  is  then  a  well-defined  period  there, 
reaching  from  the  year  1542  to  the  year 
1547,  the  year  of  Vittoria's  death.  In  it  the 
lifelong  effort  to  tranquiUise  his  vehement 
emotions  by  withdrawing  them  into  the  region 
of  ideal  sentiment,  becomes  successful ;  and 
the  significance  of  Vittoria  there  is,  that  she 
realises  for  him  a  type  of  affection  which  even 
in  disappointment  may  charm  and  sweeten 
his  spirit.  In  this  effort  to  tranquillise 
and  sweeten  life  by  idealising  its  vehement 
sentiments,  there  were  two  great  traditional 
types,  either  of  which  an  Italian  of  the 
sixteenth  century  might  have  followed. 
There  was  Dante,  whose  little  book  of  the 
Vita  Nuffva  had  early  become  a  pattern 
of  imaginative  love,  maintained  somewhat 
feebly  by  the  later  followers  of  Petrarch; 
and,  since  Plato  had  become  something  more 
than  a  name  in  Italy  by  the  publication  of 
the  Latin  translation  of  his  works  by  Marsilio 
Ficino,  there  was  the  Platonic  tradition  also. 
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Dante's  belief  in  the  resurrection  of  the  body, 
through  which,  even  in  heaven,  Beatrice 
loses  for  him  no  tinge  of  flesh-colour,  or  fold 
of  raiment  even — and  the  Platonic  dream  of 
the  passage  of  the  soul  through  one  form  of 
life  after  another,  with  its  passionate  haste 
to  escape  from  the  burden  of  bodily  form 
altogether — are,  for  all  effects  of  art  or 
poetry,  principles  diametrically  opposite; 
and  it  is  the  Platonic  tradition  rather  than 
Dante's  that  has  moulded  Michelangelo's 
verse.  In  many  ways  no  sentiment  could 
have  been  less  like  Dante's  love  for  Beatrice 
than  Michelangelo's  for  Vittoria  Colonna. 
Dante's  comes  in  early  youth :  Beatrice  is  a 
child,  with  the  wistful,  ambiguous  vision  of 
a  child,  with  a  character  still  unaccentuated 
by  the  influence  of  outward  circumstances, 
almost  expressionless.  Vittoria  is  a  woman 
already  weary,  in  advanced  age,  of  grave 
intellectual  qualities.  Dante's  story  is  a 
piece  of  figured  work,  inlaid  with  lovely 
incidents.  In  Michelangelo's  poems,  frost 
and  fire  are  almost  the  only  images — the 
refining  fire  of  the  goldsmith ;  once  or  twice 
the  phoenix;  ice  melting  at  the  fire;  fire 
struck  from   the  rock  which  it  afterwards 
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consumes.  Except  one  doubtful  allusion  to 
a  journey,  there  are  almost  no  incidents. 
But  there  is  much  of  the  bright,  sharp, 
unerring  skill,  with  which  in  boyhood  he 
gave  the  look  of  age  to  the  head  of  a  faun 
by  chipping  a  tooth  from  its  jaw  with  a 
single  stroke  of  the  hammer.  For  Dante, 
the  amiable  and  devout  materialism  of  the 
middle  age  sanctifies  all  that  is  presented 
by  hand  and  eye.  Michelangelo  is  always 
pressing  forward  from  the  outward  beauty 
— il  bel  del  fuor  che  agli  occhi  piace — to 
apprehend  the  unseen  beauty;  trascenda 
nella  forma  universale — that  abstract  form 
of  beauty,  about  which  the  Platonists  reason. 
And  this  gives  the  impression  in  him  of 
something  flitting  and  unfixed,  of  the 
houseless  and  complaining  spirit,  almost 
clairvoyant  through  the  frail  and  yielding 
flesh.  He  accounts  for  love  at  first  sight 
by  a  previous  state  of  existence — la  dove  to 
famai  prima. 

And  yet  there  are  many  points  in  which  he 
is  really  like  Dante,  and  comes  very  near  to 
the  original  image,  beyond  those  later  and 
feebler  followers  of  Petrarch.  He  learns 
from  Dante  rather  than  from  Plato,   that 
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for  lovers,  the  surfeiting  of  desire — eve  gran 
desir  gran  copia  affrena^  is  a  state  less  happy 
than  misery  full  of  hope — una  miseria  di 
speranza  plena.  He  recalls  him  in  the 
repetition  of  the  words  gentile  and  cortesia^ 
in  the  personification  of  Amor^  in  the 
tendency  to  dwell  minutely  on  the  physical 
effects  of  the  presence  of  a  beloved  object 
on  the  pulses  and  the  heart.  Above  all,  he 
resembles  Dante  in  the  warmth  and  intensity 
of  his  political  utterances,  for  the  lady  of  one 
of  his  noblest  sonnets  was  from  the  first 
understood  to  be  the  city  of  Florence;  and 
he  avers  that  all  must  be  asleep  in  heaven, 
if  she,  who  was  created  *'of  angelic  form," 
for  a  thousand  lovers  is  appropriated  by 
one  alone,  some  Piero,  or  Alessandro  de* 
MedicL  Once  and  again  he  introduces 
Love  and  Death,  who  dispute  concerning 
him ;  for,  like  Dante  and  all  the  nobler  souls 
of  Italy,  he  is  much  occupied  with  thoughts 
of  the  grave,  and  his  true  mistress  is  death ; 
death  at  first  as  the  worst  of  all  sorrows  and 
disgraces,  with  a  clod  of  the  field  for  its  brain ; 
afterwards,  death  in  its  high  distinction,  its 
detachment  from  vulgar  needs,  the  angry 
stains  of  life  and  action  escaping  fast. 
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Some  of  those  whom  the  gods  love  die 
young.  This  man,  because  the  gods  loved 
him,  lingered  on  to  be  of  immense,  patri- 
archal age,  till  the  sweetness  it  had  taken  so 
long  to  secrete  in  him  was  found  at  last. 
Out  of  the  strong  came  forth  sweetness, 
ex  forti  dulcedo.  The  world  had  changed 
around  him.  The  New-catholidsm  had  taken 
the  place  of  the  Renaissance.  The  spirit  of 
the  Roman  Church  had  changed:  in  the 
vast  world's  cathedral  which  his  skill  had 
helped  to  raise  for  it,  it  looked  stronger  than 
ever.  Some  of  the  first  members  of  the 
Oratory  were  among  his  intimate  associates. 
They  were  of  a  spirit  as  unlike  as  possible 
from  that  of  Lorenzo,  or  Savonarola  even. 
The  opposition  of  the  Reformation  to  art 
has  been  often  enlarged  upon;  far  greater 
was  that  of  the  Catholic  revival.  But  in 
thus  fixing  itself  in  a  frozen  orthodoxy,  the 
Roman  Catholic  Church  had  passed  beyond 
him,  and  he  was  a  stranger  to  it.  In  earlier 
days,  when  its  beliefs  had  been  in  a  fluid 
state,  he  too  might  have  been  drawn  into 
the  controversy;  he  ^ight  have  been  for 
spiritualising  the  papal  sovereignty,  like 
Savonarola;  or  for  adjusting  the  dreams  of 
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Plato  and  Homer  with  the  words  of  Christ, 
like  Pico  of  Mirandola.  But  things  had 
moved  onward,  and  such  adjustments  were 
no  longer  possible.  For  himself,  he  had 
long  since  fallen  back  on  that  divine  ideal, 
which  above  the  wear  and  tear  of  creeds 
has  been  forming  itself  for  ages  as  the 
possession  of  nobler  souls.  And  now  he 
began  to  feel  the  soothing  influence  which 
since  that  time  the  Roman  Church  has 
often  exerted  over  spirits  too  independent 
to  be  its  subjects,  yet  brought  within  the 
neighbourhood  of  its  action;  consoled  and 
tranquillised,  as  a  traveller  might  be,  resting 
for  one  evening  in  a  strange  city,  by  its 
stately  aspect,  and  the  sentiment  of  its  many 
fortunes,  just  because  with  those  fortunes 
he  has  nothing  to  do.  So  he  lingers  on ;  a 
revenantf  as  the  French  say,  a  ghost  out  of 
another  age,  in  a  world  too  coarse  to  touch 
his  faint  sensibilities  too  closely;  dreaming, 
in  a  worn-out  society,  theatrical  in  its  life, 
theatrical  in  its  art,  theatrical  even  in  its 
devotion,  on  the  morning  of  the  world's 
history,  on  the  primitive  form  of  man,  on  the 
images  under  which  that  primitive  world  had 
conceived  of  spiritual  forces. 
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I  have  dwelt  on  the  thought  of  Michel- 
angelo as  thus  lingering  beyond  his  time  in 
a  world  not  his  own,  because,  if  one  is  to 
distinguish  the  peculiar  savour  of  his  work, 
he  must  be  approached,  not  through  his 
followers,  but  through  his  predecessors;  not 
through  the  marbles  of  Saint  Peter's^  but 
through  the  work  of  the  sculptors  of  the 
fifteenth  century  over  the  tombs  and  altars  of 
Tuscany.  He  is  the  last  of  the  Florentines, 
of  those  on  whom  the  peculiar  sentiment  of 
the  Florence  of  Dante  and  Giotto  descended : 
he  is  the  consummate  representative  of  the 
form  that  sentiment  took  in  the  fifteenth 
century  with  men  like  Luca  Signorelli  and 
Mino  da  Fiesole.  Up  to  him  the  tradition 
of  sentiment  is  unbroken,  the  progress 
towards  surer  and  more  mature  methods  of 
expressing  that  sentiment  continuous.  But 
his  professed  disciples  did  not  share  this 
temper;  they  are  in  love  with  his  strength 
only,  and  seem  not  to  feel  his  grave  and 
temperate  sweetness.  Theatricality  is  their 
chief  characteristic ;  and  that  is  a  quality  as 
little  attributable  to  Michelangelo  as  to  Mino 
or  Luca  Signorelli.  With  him,  as  with  them, 
all  is  serious,  passionate,  impulsive. 
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This  discipleship  of  Michelangelo,  this 
dependence  of  his  on  the  tradition  of  the 
Florentine  schools,  is  nowhere  seen  more 
clearly  than  in  his  treatment  of  the  Creation, 
The  Creation  of  Man  had  haunted  the  mind 
of  the  middle  age  like  a  dream;  and  weav- 
ing it  into  a  hundred  carved  ornaments  of 
capital  or  doorway,  the  Italian  sculptors 
had  early  impressed  upon  it  that  pregnancy 
of  expression  which  seems  to  give  it  many 
veiled  meanings.  As  with  other  artistic 
conceptions  of  the  middle  age,  its  treatment 
became  almost  conventional,  handed  on  from 
artist  to  artist,  with  slight  changes,  till  it  came 
to  have  almost  an  independent,  abstract 
existence  of  its  own.  It  was  characteristic 
of  the  medieval  mind  thus  to  give  an 
independent  traditional  existence  to  a  special 
pictorial  conception,  or  to  a  legend,  like  that 
of  Tristram  or  Tannhausert  or  even  to  the 
very  thoughts  and  substance  of  a  book,  like 
the  Imitation,  so  that  no  single  workman 
could  claim  it  as  his  own,  and  the  book,  the 
image,  the  legend,  had  itself  a  legend,  and 
its  fortunes,  and  a  personal  history ;  and  it  is 
a  sign  of  the  medievalism  of  Michelangelo, 
that  he  thus   receives    from    tradition   his 
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central  conception,  and  does  but  add  the 
last  touches,  in  transferring  it  to  the  frescoes 
of  the  Sis  tine  Chapel. 

Bat  there  was  another  tradition  of  those 
earlier  more  serious  Florentines,  of  which 
Michelangelo  is  the  inheritor,  to  which  he 
gives  the  final  expression,  and  which  centres 
in  the  sacristy  of  San  Loren^Ot  as  the 
tradition  of  the  Creation  cetftres  in  the 
Sistine  Chapel.  It  has  been  said  that  all 
the  great  Florentines  were  preoccupied  with 
death.  Outre-tomhe!  Outre-tambe ! — ^is  the 
burden  of  their  thoughts,  from  Dante  to 
Savonarola.  Even  the  gay  and  licentious 
Boccaccio  gives  a  keener  edge  to  his  stories 
by  putting  them  in  the  mouths  of  a  party 
of  people  who  had  taken  refuge  from  the 
danger  of  death  by  plague,  in  a  country- 
house.  It  was  to  this  inherited  sentiment, 
this  practical  dedsion  that  to  be  preoccupied 
with  the  thought  of  death  was  in  itself 
dignifying,  and  a  note  of  high  quality,  that 
the  seriousness  of  the  great  Florentines  of 
the  fifteenth  century  was  partly  due ;  and  it 
was  reinforced  in  them  by  the  actual  sorrows 
of  their  rimes.  How  often,  and  in  what 
various  ways,  had  they  seen  life  stricken 
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down,  in  their  streets  and  houses  1  La  Bella 
Simonetta  dies  in  early  youth,  and  is  borne 
to  the  grave  with  uncovered  face.  The 
young  Cardinal  Jacopo  di  Portogallo  dies  on 
a  visit  to  Florence— f>wi^«5  forma  fui  $t. 
mirabili  modestia — his  epitaph  dares  to  say. 
Antonio  Rossellino  carves  his  tomb  in  the 
church  of  San  Miniato,  with  care  for  the 
shapely  hands  and  feet,  and  sacred  attire; 
Luca  della  Robbia  puts  his  skyeyest  works 
there;  and  the  tomb  of  the  youthful  and 
princely  prelate  became  the  strangest  and 
most  beautiful  thing  in  that  strange  and 
beautiful  place.  After  the  execution  of  the 
Pazzi  conspirators,  Botticelli  is  employed  to 
paint  their  portraits.  This  preoccupation 
with  serious  thoughts  and  sad  images  might 
easily  have  resulted,  as  it  did,  for  instance, 
in  the  gloomy  villages  of  the  Rhine,  or  in 
the  overcrowded  parts  of  medieval  Paris,  as 
it  still  does  in  many  a  village  of  the  Alps,  in 
something  merely  morbid  or  grotesque,  in 
the  Danse  Macabre  of  many  French  and 
German  painters,  or  the  grim  inventions  of 
Diirer.  From  such  a  result  the  Florentine 
masters  of  the  fifteenth  century  were  saved 
by  their  high  Italian  dignity  and  culture,  and 
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still  more  by  their  tender  pity  for  the  thing 
itself.  They  must  often  have  leaned  over 
the  lifeless  body,  when  all  was  at  length 
quiet  and  smoothed  out.  After  death,  it 
is  said,  the  traces  of  slighter  and  more 
superficial  dispositions  disappear;  the  lines 
become  more  simple  and  dignified ;  only  the 
abstract  lines  remain,  in  a  great  indifference. 
They  came  thus  to  see  death  in  its  distinc- 
tion; and  following  it  perhaps  one  stage 
further,  dwelling  for  a  moment  on  the  point 
where  all  that  transitory  dignity  must  break 
up,  and  discerning  with  no  clearness  a  new 
body,  they  paused  just  in  time,  and  abstained, 
with  a  sentiment  of  profound  pity. 

Of  all  this  sentiment  Michelangelo  is  the 
achievement ;  and  first  of  all,  of  pity.  Pieth 
— ^pity — ^the  pity  of  the  Virgin  Mother  over 
the  dead  body  of  Christ,  expanded  into  the 
pity  of  all  mothers  over  all  dead  sons,  the 
entombment,  with  its  cruel  ''hard  stones" 
— ^that  is  the  subject  of  his  predilection. 
He  has  left  it  in  many  forms,  sketches* 
half-finished  designs,  finished  and  unfinished 
groups  of  sculpture;  but  always  as  a  hopeless, 
rayless,  almost  heathen  sorrow — ^no  divine 
sorrow,    but    mere    pity    and   awe    at   the 
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Stiff  limbs  and  colourless  lips.  There  is  a 
drawing  of  his  at  Oxford,  in  which  the  dead 
body  has  sunk  to  the  earth  between  the 
mother's  feet,  with  the  arms  extended  over 
her  knees.  The  tombs  in  the  sacristy  of 
San  Lorenzo  are  memorials,  not  of  any  of  the 
nobler  and  greater  Medici,  but  of  Giuliano, 
and  Lorenzo  the  younger,  noticeable  chiefly 
for  their  somewhat  early  death.  It  is  mere 
human  nature  therefore  which  has  prompted 
the  sentiment  here.  The  titles  assigned 
traditionally  to  the  four  symbolical  figures, 
Nigbt  and  Dajf^  The  Twilight  and  The  Dawfty 
are  far  too  definite  for  them;  for  these 
figures  come  much  nearer  to  the  mind  and 
spirit  of  their  author,  and  are  a  more  direct 
expression  of  his  thoughts,  than  any  merely 
symbolical  conceptions  could  possibly  have 
been.  They  concentrate  and  express,  less 
by  way  of  definite  conceptions  than  by  the 
touches,  the  promptings  of  a  piece  of 
music,  all  those  vague  fandes,  misgivings, 
presentiments,  which  shift  and  mix  and 
define  themselves  and  fade  again,  whenever 
the  thoughts  try  to  fix  themselves  with 
sincerity  on  the  conditions  and  surroundings 
of  the  disembodied  spirit.     I  suppose  no 
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one  would  come  to  the  sacristy  of  San 
Lorenzo  for  consolation ;  for  seriousness,  for 
solemnity,  for  dignity  of  impression,  perhaps, 
but  not  for  consolation.  It  is  a  place  neither 
of  terrible  nor  consoling  thoughts,  but  of 
vague  and  wistful  speculation.  Here,  again, 
Michelangelo  is  the  disciple  not  so  much  of 
Dante  as  of  the  Platonists.  Dante's  belief 
in  immortality  is  formal,  precise,  and  firm, 
as  much  so  almost  as  that  of  a  child,  who 
thinks  the  dead  will  hear  if  you  cry  loud 
enough.  But  in  Michelangelo  you  have 
maturity,  the  mind  of  the  grown  man, 
dealing  cautiously  and  dispassionately  with 
serious  things;  and  what  hope  he  has  is 
based  on  the  consciousness  of  ignorance — 
ignorance  of  man,  ignorance  of  the  nature  of 
the  mind,  its  origin  and  capacities.  Michel- 
angelo is  so  ignorant  of  the  spiritual  world, 
of  the  new  body  and  its  laws,  that  he  does 
not  sorely  know  whether  the  consecrated 
Host  may  not  be  the  body  of  Christ.  And 
of  all  that  range  of  sentiment  he  is  the  poet, 
a  poet  still  alive,  and  in  possession  of  our 
inmost  thoughts — dumb  inquiry  over  the 
relapse  after  death  into  the  formlessness 
which  preceded  life,  the  change,  the  revolt 
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from  that  change,  then  the  correcting, 
hallowing,  consoling  rush  of  pity;  at  last, 
far  off,  thin  and  vague,  yet  not  more  vague 
than  the  most  definite  thoughts  men  have 
had  through  three  centuries  on  a  matter  that 
has  been  so  near  their  hearts,  the  new  body 
— a  passing  light,  a  mere  intangible,  external 
effect,  over  those  too  rigid,  or  too  formless 
faces;  a  dream  that  lingers  a  moment, 
retreating  in  the  dawn,  incomplete,  aimless, 
helpless;  a  thing  with  faint  hearing,  faint 
memory,  faint  power  of  touch;  a  breath,  a 
flame  in  the  doorway,  a  feather  in  the  wind. 

The  qualities  of  the  great  masters  in  art  or 
literature,  the  combination  of  those  qualities, 
thok  laws  by  which  they  moderate,  support, 
relieve  each  other,  are  not  peculiar  to  them ; 
but  most  often  typical  standards,  or  revealing 
instances,  of  the  laws  by  which  certain 
aesthetic  effects  are  produced.  The  old 
masters  indeed  are  simpler;  their  character- 
istics are  written  larger,  and  are  easier  to 
read,'^an  their  analogues  in  all  the  mixed, 
confused  productions  of  the  modern  mind. 
But  when  once  we  have  succeeded  in 
defining  for  ourselves  those  characteristics, 
and  the  law  of  their  combination,  we  have 
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acquired  a  standard  or  measure  which  helps 
us  to  put  in  its  right  place  many  a  vagrant 
genius,  many  an  unclassified  talent,  many 
precious  though  imperfect  products  of  art. 
It  is  so  with  the  components  of  the  true 
character  of  Michelangelo.  That  strange 
interfusion  of  sweetness  and  strength  is  not 
to  be  found  in  those  who  claimed  to  be  his 
followers ;  but  it  is  found  in  many  of  those 
who  worked  before  him,  and  in  many  others 
down  to  our  own  time,  in  William  Blake,  for 
instance,  and  Victor  Hugo,  who,  though  not 
of  his  school,  and  unaware,  are  his  true  sons, 
and  help  us  to  understand  him,  as  he  in  turn 
interprets  and  justifies  them.  Perhaps  this 
is  the  chief  use  in  stud3ring  old  masters. 
1871. 
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WHETHER  IN    LONELY   NIGHTS 
WITH    poesy's  delights 

HE  CHEERED   HIS  SOLITUDE, 
IN  SCULPTURED  SONNETS  WROUGHT 
HIS  FIRM   AND  GRACEFUL  THOUGHT, 
LIKE   MARBLE   ALTARS  IN  SOME   DARK   AND  MYSTIC  WOOD, — 


SO  STOOD  THIS  ANGELO 
FOUR   HUNDRED  YEARS    AGO; 

SO  GRANDLY  STILL  HE  STANDS 
MID   LESSER  WORLDS  OF  ART, 
COLOSSAL  AND  APART, 
LIKE  MEMNON   BREATHING  SONGS  ACROSS  THE  DESERT  SANDS 
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THE  first  and  only  edition  of  Tares  is 
a  very  scarce  little  tome^ ;  a  mere 
pamphlet  modestly  masquerading^  as  it 
were,  in  light  cloth  domino  !  Issued,  indeed, 
some  fourteen  years  before  our  new  Golden 
Age  of  Shilling  Garlands  and  such-like 
rhymed  wares  of  Autolycus. 

**If!*  said  the  anonymous  reviewer*  at 
the  time  of  its  appearance,  "this  is  the  book 
of  a  young  writer  .  .  .  it  is  work  of  the 
greatest  promise,  .  .  full  of  the  genuine 
ore  of  poetry  —  lofty,  serious  and  impas- 
sioned." Then,  with  some  deeper  critical 
insight:  "either  it  is  the  writing  of  a 
woman  of  rare  delica<y  of  womanly  feel- 
ing, or  it  has  been  given  to  the  author  to 
approach  the  feminine  attitude  of  mind  as 
few  men  have  approached  it" 

IVelk  it  was  by  *a  young  writer* — a 
girl  scarce  turned  womam  ;  and  with  un- 
asked permission,yet  upon  the  direct  author- 


X  Tbe  HtU'Page  is  brevity  itself:  Tares  |  Lou- 
don I  i*Publisbers'  imprint]  \  1884.  Crown,  8vo., 
Pp.  vi'27.  It  bos  been  (^served  by  Mr.  C.  F. 
Blackburn  (Rambles  in  Books,  189^),  tbat  tbis  title 
of  five  letters  also  forms  tbe  word  "tears." 

2  In  tbe  Academy,  nMareb  21,  t88§. 

3  'Bom  in  London,  i86j. 


itjf  of  a  frimd  of  the  poeU  we  may  rest 
assured  that  Tares  is  the  unacknowledged 
first  hook  of  Rosamund  Marriott  IVatsonA 
Of  printing  poetical  pamphlets  there  is 
no  endSy —  they  are  the  ever  recurrent  pre- 
ludings  of  the  lesser  gods  of  Song.  And 
in  most  instances  they  are  such  pathetic 
little  failures  !  A  child's  toy  overtaken  hy 
the  tide!  %A  voice  whereof  the  rest  is 
silence  I  Only  at  rare  intervals  a  seed  of 
true  poetic  life  is  sown  in  Time's  dark  fur- 
row ;  a  tiny  seed  lying  dormant  till  at  a 
touch  of  helated  Springs — a  wandering 
breath  of  Summer, — and  lo!  the  estray 
has  taken  root  —  at  last  yields  up  its  ex- 
quisite, unique  flower. 

4  A  name  fairly  fatmliar  to  tAmerican  readers. 
As  'Graham  R.  Tomson'  she  bos  published  (/)  The 
Bird-Bride,  A  Volume  of  Ballads  and  Sonnets, 
tSSg.  The  sonnets  in  this  book,  notably  the  one 
entitled  '  Omar  Kbayydm,*  are  comparable  only  with 
the  superb  series  on  Homeric  themes  by  tAndrew 
Lang.  \i)  A  Summer  Night  and  Other  Poems, 
iHqi,  and  (j)  Vespertilia  and  Other  Verses,  i^9S, 
this  last,  however,  under  her  later  signature. 

5  Two  other  booklets  assuredly  worthy  of  'keeps  * 
are  Primavera:  Poems,  by  four  Authors.  {Oxford: 
1890),  one  of  whom  is  Air.  Stebben  Phillips  ;  and  A 
Branch  of  May,  {Baltimore,  1887),  poems  by  U^ette 
Woodwortb  Reese. 

FOR  June  : 
The  Flight  of  the  Princess, 

Robert  Louis  Stevenson. 


TARES : 

A  BOOK  OF  Verses. 


''  Mais  oh  sont  Us  miges  d*afUan  ?" 


''IVhittce  cams  bis  feet  into  myfietdt  and  why  ? 

How  is  it  that  be  finds  it  all  so  drear  ? 

How  do  I  see  bis  seeing^  and  bow  bear 
Tbe  name  bis  bitter  silence  knows  ithy?" 


HERBSTLIED. 

FAREWELL,  my  love,  I  love  so  well  I 
My  sweetheart,  lost  as  soon  as  won  ! 
Sweet  summer  idyll,  scarce  begun — 
Farewell  I 

Good-bye  brown  fields,  and  wind-swept  skies, 
With  mellow  sunset  all  aglow : 
Unto  the  bitter  north  I  go — 
Good-bye  I 

Ah  me,  dear  heart,  Auf  Wiederseh'n  I 
Surely  one  day  well  meet  again ; 
And  lest  our  hope  relinquishied  be. 
This  watchword  give  Mnemosyne — 
"  Auf  Wiederseh'n  1 " 


163 


EHEU  FUGACES! 

LIGHT  and  soft  they  flutter  down. 
Faded  gauds  from  Autumn's  crown 
Still  they  fall 
With  a  slow,  pathetic  grace, 
Touching  now  my  hands,  my  face ; 
Now — the  wall. 

"  Ohne  Hast  und  ohne  Rast," 

Chill  and  grey  the  years  have  passed, 

Ay  de  mi  I 
By  this  old  red  orchard  wall 
One  fair  face  I  still  recall — 

Almost  see  I 

Ah,  that  still  September  day ! 
Bravely  seemed  the  world  and  gay 

To  us  then. 
TAen,  we  stood  together  here; 
Now,  the  leaves  fall,  brown  and  sere, 

Once  again. 

Worn  and  weary,  old  and  grey, 
Altered  seems  the  world  to-day — 

Mine  the  blame; 
For  I  see  with  time-dimmed  eyes, 
Though  the  kind  autumnal  skies 

Smile  the  same. 
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Pure  as  winsome,  fair  as  true ; 
Hard  the  fate  that  lost  me  you — 

Oh,  my  dear  I 
Still  I  see  you  leaning  there, 
With  the  dead  leaves  on  your  hair, 

Far,  yet  near. 

My  Neaera — vainly  sought ! 
What  to  you  has  Fortune  brought 

Since  we  met  ? 
Love  or  hatred,  doul  or  glee  ? 
But  her  only  gift  to  me 

Is — regret  1 
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A  TRIPTYCH. 

LINGERING,  sad  and  slow, 
When  the  winter  sun  is  low 
And  the  great  clouds  westward  roll, 
Calls  the  sea's  voice  to  my  soul ; 
With  a  strange  insistance  cries, 
Till  old  faces  round  me  rise. 
And  I  taste  the  salt  free  wind. 
And  the  spell  of  the  Undefined. 
When  the  langourous  days  are  long 
Comes  to  me  a  tender  song, 
Making  soft  moan  in  mine  ear — 
Then  the  whisper  of  leaves  I  hear ; 
And  PhilomePs  yearning  strain 
Through  the  warm  dusk  wails  again ; 
For  the  dim  woods  call  to  me 
In  sweet  hushed  melody. 
But  the  third  voice  speaks  gay  and  loud. 
For  it  calls  me  back  to  the  crowd 
And  the  city's  Circe-charm ; 
There  breathes  no  brooding  calm, 
But  the  waters  of  Lethe  flow, 
Drowning  the  long  ago. 
And  I  lose  in  the  roar  of  the  street 
Sounds  of  retreating  feet. 
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EIDOTHE  ? 

IN  very  deed  and  truth  did  our  souls  once  meet ? 
If  your  eyes  lied  not,  yes ;  but  I  may  not  know, 
Never  may  hold  the  surety  that  it  was  so. 
But  the  thought  alone  is  sweet. 

Bitterly  sweet ;  for  the  knowledge  would  come  too  late. 
Do  I  dream  now,  or  was  blind  in  the  bygone  time — 
Blind,  and  passed  by  without  knowing  our  season's  prime  ? 
Ah,  woefully  blind  is  Fate  I 

ChUd,  was  it  more  with  us  then  than  the  oft-told  tale 
(Old  as  all  summers  past,  even  as  this  one,  new)  ? 
More  than  the  butterfly  life  the  evening  slew. 
Yet  pure  from  the  serpent's  trail  ? 

Perchance,  who  knows  ? — ^yet  I  think  that  our  souls  knew  best, 
Just  for  a  moment,  I  think ;  in  this  wise  spoke, 
"  I  have  sought  you  long,  and  now — "    Here  the  spell  broke. 
Shall  we  ever  hear  the  rest  ? 

Ah,  well-a-dayl  for  our  brief  day  is  done, 
Bright  ivith  light  laughter,  and  sun,  and  tinkling  mirth. 
Chance  and  the  world's  cult  stifled  the  spirit-birth. 
Though  one  hour  our  souls  were  one. 
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NIRVANA. 


SLEEP  will  He  give  His  beloved  ? 
Not  dreams,  but  the  precious  guerdon  of  deepest  rest  ? 
Aye,  surely !    Look  on  the  grave-dosed  eyes, 
And  cold  hands  folded  on  tranquil  breast. 
Will  ttot  the  All-Great  be  just,  and  forgive  ? 

For  He  knows  (though  we  make  no  prayer  nor  cry) 
How  our  lone  souls  ached  when  our  pale  star  waned. 

How  we  watch  the  promiseless  sky. 
Life  hereafter?    Ah  no;  we  have  lived  enough. 

Life  eternal  ?    Pray  God  it  may  not  be  so. 
Have  we  not  suffered  and  striven,  loved  and  endured, 
Run  through  the  whole  wide  gamut  of  passion  and  woe  ? 
«  «  «  «  » 

Strangest  illusion  I  sprung  from  a  fevered  habit  of  hope, 

Wild  enthusiast's  dream  of  blatant  perfection  at  best. 
Give  us  darkness  for  anguished  eyes,  stillness  for  weary  feet. 

Silence,  and  sleep ;  but  no  heaven  of  glittering,  loud  unrest. 
No  more  the  lifelong  labour  of  smoothing  the  stone-strewn 
way; 

No  more  the  shuddering  outlook  athwart  the  sterile  plain. 
Where  every  step  we  take,  every  word  we  say. 

Each  warm,  living  hand  that  we  cling  to,  is  but  a  fence 
against  pain. 


\ 
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And  nothing  may  perish,  but  lives  again  ?     Where  ?    Out  of 

thought,  out  of  sight  ? 
And  where  is  your  cresset's  flame  that  the  rough  wind  slew 

last  night  ? 
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OLD  PAULINE. 

So  your  boys  are  going  to  Paris  ?     That's  how  I  lost  my 
own. 
Lonely  ?    Ah  yes,  but  I  know  it,  the  old  are  always  alone. 
You  remember  my  boys,  Euphrasie  ?    No  ?    Was  it  before 

your  day  } 
Each,  when  his  turn  came,  kissed  me,  and  cried ;  but  they 

went  away. 
How  I  longed  for  them,  always,  vainly!  and  thought  of 

them,  early  and  late ; 
I  would  start  and  look  round  in  the  pasture  if  any  one 

clicked  the  gate. 
But  a  greater  sorrow  fell  on  me ;  my  Marie,  with  eyes  so  blue, 
Grew  restless,  poor  bird  1  in  the  home-nest — she  must  seek 

•     her  fortune  too. 
And,  once  the  desire  is  on  them,  *tis  a  fever,  they  cannot 

stay; 
And  Marie,  my  poor  little  Marie  t  well,  I  missed  her  one 

bright  spring  day. 
Twas  tk^n  that  my  heart  broke,  'Phiasie,  for  my  children 

gay  and  tall, 
For  fair,  vile,  glittering  Paris  had  taken  them  all. 
Yet  the  good  God  is  merciful  always ;  I  live,  and  I  have  no 

pain, 
Only  the  old  dumb  longing  for  the  children  home  again. 
Still  I  watch  the  road  to  the  city,  up  the  glistening  sunset 

track. 
But  they  never  come  back,  Euphrasie — ^never  come  back  I 
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ULTIMA  THULE. 

1MUST  sail  to-night  on  the  changeful  sea, 
To  far  Goshen's  Land ; 
Sweetheart,  now  wilt  thou  go  with  me  ? 

Reach  me  thine  hand. 
Here,  the  wind  sobs  and  the  death-cold  rain 

Drenches  my  heart, 
Weird  voices  mock  me ;  they  cry  in  vain 

That  we  dwell  apart ; 
They  moan  that  you  never  loved  me,  dear. 

That  you  died  untrue ; 
But  I  will  not  listen,  I  will  not  hear. 

Let  us  go — we  two. 
Come,  let  us  mount  (it  is  none  too  soon) 

The  galleon's  side ; 
There  is  light  at  last,  for  a  crystal  moon 

Gleams  on  the  tide. 
So,  how  silent  we  sail,  and  swift, 

We  have  left  behind 
Lying  voices,  and  wild  rain-drift, 

And  the  weary  wind. 
A  mist-hued  light  begins  to  dawn, 

Nor  dusk  nor  day, 
Soft  reflection  of  glory  bom 

Of  a  night  in  May. 
All  past  perfection,  each  gracious  thought. 

Is  garnered  here ; 
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Lo,  we  land  at  last  in  the  dear  dim  port 

Of  Yesteryear. 
How  the  air  is  tender  with  old  regrets  I 

Look  round  and  see. 
Here,  oh  my  love,  grow  the  violets 

You  gave  to  me ; 
And  that  sunset's  wraith,  that  stole  gleaming  through 

The  magnolia  bloom ; 
And  the  scented  geranium  plant  that  grew 

In  a  sweet,  still  room ; 
With  the  music,  too,  that  dwelt  therein. 

Do  you  forget 
The  pure,  faint  voice,  so  fresh  and  thin 

Of  your  old  spinet  ? 
But  the  odorous  earth  beneath  our  feet, 

Is  all  firm  and  sure ; 
This  is  the  past,  we  will  dwell  here,  sweet, 

For  evermore  1 
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ECHOES. 


WHERE  is  the  scent  of  the  flowers  we  gathered 
When  your  rose  garden  was  all  aglow, 
And  the  air  too  heavy  almost  with  sweetness  ? 

Gone,  as  surely  as  last  year's  snow. 
Masses  of  odorous  cream  and  golden, 

Deepest  crimson  and  faintest  pink ; 
And  the  scent  of  one  blood-red  rose  you  gave  me, 

I  shall  never  forget,  I  think. 
Where  is  the  sound  of  the  songs  you  sang  then 

(You  on  the  terrace,  and  I  within)  ? 
How  fair  you  looked,  with  the  sky  behind  you. 

Idly  touching  your  mandolin  1 
Not  classic,  no,  but  your  voice  was  tender. 

Tears  sounded  through,  though  the  songs  were  gay, 
Twas  as  if  you  had  stretched  out  your  hand  and  touched  me, 

It  had  such  a  passionate,  pleading  way. 
Quaint,  soft  Lieder,  recalling  the  pinewoods. 

Snatches  of  tinkling  serenade. 
But  one  strange,  keen  note  from  an  old  Stomello, 

All  these  years  in  my  soul  has  stayed. 
And  some  day,  I  think,  be  it  yule  or  summer. 

Rain  or  sunshine,  by  land  or  sea. 
The  faint,  sad  perfume  of  those  dead  roses. 

Their  soul  that  still  lives,  will  steal  back  to  me. 
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And  one  day  I  know,  in  some  soft  still  weather, 
When  pale  light  stays  in  an  opal  sky, 

I  shall  hear  that  note  from  our  old  Stomello, 
Wandering  back  from  the  days  gone  by. 


." 
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BEYOND. 

DIVIDED  I  yes,  best  so,  though  narrow  the  gulf  that  parts 
her  way  and  mine ; 
Easily  overstepped,  but  once  crossed,  it  would  widen  behind 

us. 
Widen  and  yawn  at  the  back-turned  feet — mine  Love,  or 

thine  ? 
Come,  let  us  count  the  cost  (what  matter?  the  chance  is 

over), 
And  I  lie  in  the  still  blue  weather,  and  watch  the  shimmering 

sea, 
The  cicala  shrills  in  mine  ear,  I  can  count  the  seeds  on  the 

grasses, 
That  sway  'tween  my  eyes  and  the  sky,  and  the  south  wind 

sighs  to  me. 
Verily  better  so,  with  half  the  world's  width  between  us, 
Idle  indeed  to  dream  of  the  past,  or  the  might  have  been ; 
Yet  I,  lying  here  in  the  sun,  steeped  in  the  spell  of  the  lotus, 
Conceive  the  renounced  fruition,  shadow  forth  actors  and 

scene. 
Chill  ghosts  of  honour  and  love,  with  faces  that  may  not  be 

veiled. 
Wide,  stricken  eyes,  whose  shamed  glances  may  not  be 

turned ; 
Corruption  of  all  that  was  purest,  death  of  that  which  was 

highest. 
Only  the  dull  grey  ashes  where  once  the  red  fire  burned. 
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Weary  decadence !  the  present  heart-hunger  is  better, 
Untouched  the  fruit  still  swings  on  the  bending  bough 
Mellow  and  fair  of  hue.    If  within  it  be  dust  and  ashes, 
Yet  I  will  not  dream  that  it  is  not,  for  I  never  shall  taste  it 

now. 
Never,  ah  no,  of  a  surety.    The  tender  light  of  illusion 
Shines  unsullied  for  aye,  through  the  dusk  of  my  life's  dim 

room, 
Only  a  glimmer;  nay,  but  say,  only  a  beacon, 
Pallid,  but  steady  and  pure,  as  the  sacred  lamp  in  a  tomb. 
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BITTERSWEET. 

BITTER  is  life,  I  said, 
My  soul  lies  cold  and  dead, 
Secretly,  foully  slain, 
Never  to  stir  again 
With  Love's  own  self  at  strife. 
Bitter  is  life  I 

Art  indeed  dead,  my  heart  ? 
Stilled  all  thy  woe  and  smart 
(Victor,  yet  vanquished  quite), 
Buried  from  love  and  light  ? 

Dear  Voice  from  out  the  past, 
Callest  thou  then  at  last  ? 
Wake,  my  heart,  wake  1 
Live,  for  the  old  love's  sake. 
Haply  we  still  may  meet, 
Life  is  full  sweet  I 
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VOR  LANGER  ZEIT. 

DEEP,  tender  eyes,  remembrance-fraught,  unseeing, 
Looking  on  dim  fields  through  the  twilight  haze ; 
(Ah,  strangely  sweet,  thrilling  through  all  her  Being, 
Come  back  the  bygone  days). 

"  Dear  days,  mine  only,  to  be  cancelled — never. 
You  cannot  die,  for  my  life  lives  in  you ; 

The  love  that  gave  you  life  is  mine  forever. 
Infinite,  perfect,  true. 

"  Dear  Love,  nor  death  nor  distance  may  bereave  us ; 

Our  Fates  are  powerless  to  snatch  one  day — 
Ev'n  their  insatiate  vengeance  this  must  leave  us ; 

Our  Past  is  ours,  for  aye. 

"  Ah,  but  sometimes,  dear,  in  the  sweet  spring  weather, 
Comes  a  wild,  helpless  longing  to  be  free ; 

Then  I  can  only  know  we  were  together. 
And  that  it  may  not  be." 

Sad  eyes,  sweet  eyes,  the  fields  are  dark  and  lonely, 
The  subtle  glamour  of  the  gloaming,  sped ; 

Wake,  and  turn  in  unto  the  firelight,  only 
Bury  once  more  your  dead. 
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A  GREY  DAY. 

WEBP,  heavy  sky ; 
Wail,  weary  winter  wind ; 
Frown,  bitter  world,  for,  be  thou  curst  or  kind, 
I  care  not  now — not  I. 

Only  last  year 

Shone  bright  blue  weather ;  memory-haunted  May 
Through  the  wet  woodlands  made  sweet  holyday. 
Mavis  and  merle  sang  clear. 

But  I  beheld  not.    No ; 

Mine  eyes  saw  none  of  these  fair  outward  things. 
Marked  not  the  chestnut's  sheath,  nor  woodbine's  rings. 
Nor  slim  swan  sailing  slow. 

Blinded  with  tears  went  I, 

And  all  in  vain  for  me  were  roses  fair, 

Summer's  warm  breath  that  soft  caressed  my  hair. 

And  the  sun's  alchemy. 

Yea,  autumn  smiled 

(Sweet,  mournful  autumn  in  her  russet  gown). 
With  fresh,  cool  airs,  and  sad  leaves  swooning  down. 
And  tender  skies  and  mild. 
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I  knew  not  then, 

And  yet  remember  all  these  things  were  so, 
Even  as  old  music,  heeded  not,  we  know, 
What  time  it  sounds  again. 

But  now  I  know  ; 

And  that  old  music,  idly  set  apart, 

Comes  flooding  back  and  quickens  in  my  heart, 

Thrilling,  and  wild,  and  low. 

Ah,  sky  so  grey ! 

What  matter,  since  my  love,  my  love  is  true  ? 
I  wept,  when  thou  wert  brave  in  gala  hue ; 
But  I  am  glad  to-day. 
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To  N 

"BE  TRUE  TO  ME,  AS  I  TO  THEE." 
(Ring  Posy.) 

BE  true,  ah,  twin  soul  of  my  soul,  be  true ! 
Be  true  to  me,  as  I  must  be  to  thee. 
So  that  I,  tossing  on  the  storm-swept  ses^ 
Still  one  sure  star  may  view. 

Be  true,  dear  heart,  for  mine  is  bruised  and  sore, 
Weary  of  all,  save  only  thy  sweet  love ; 
Only  to  thee  my  bitter  longings  move 
Ever,  and  evermore. 

Would  I  might  lean  my  head  against  thy  breast, 
Even  as  a  child  sore-vexed  with  thorny  ways, 
With  aching  feet,  turns  sobbing  to  its  rest. 
And  there,  contented,  stays. 

That  may  not  be,  but  be  thou  true  to  me ; 
So  may  I  still  my  hopeless  fancy  please ; 
My  empty  arms  outstretched  aye  to  thee 
In  visions  such  as  these. 

Ah,  sweetheart  mine  I  our  dead  past  liveth  yet — 
Blossoms  afresh,  more  bravely  than  of  old ; 
Yet  must  I  plead  (for  great  dread  maketh  bold), 
Never  do  thou  forget ! 
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nachtstUck. 

I  WILL  lie  still  here  in  the  shadow,  and  turn  my  face  to  the 
wall; 
Mine  eyes  shall  behold  no  other,  since  they  may  not  mirror  you ; 
Since  I  may  not  hear  your  voice,  mine  ears  shall  be  sealed  too ; 
And  my  lips  are  mute  to  all. 

But  you,  oh  my  fair,  sweet  love  1  you  must  walk  far  afield  in 

the  Hght, 
Not  quite  forgetting  my  soul  that  aches  in  the  darkness  here, 
Though  Time's  soft  dead  hand  puts  me  from  you,  each  day 

less  dear 
Grow  the  tender  mem*ries  of  night. 

And  that  shall  be  well,  I  am  only  a  wraith  of  the  past ; 
No  more  may  my  glad  arms  cradle  your  drooped  gold  head ; 
To  you — and  because  to  you  to  all — am  I  henceforth  dead. 
(And  you  knew  not  that  kiss  was  our  last  ?) 

And  that  is  well  too — to  the  last  was  our  summer  sweet 
To  the  very  end,  no  pale  cloud  obscured  our  exquisite  days ; 
Our  sun,  for  the  last  time,  set  in  a  warm,  wild  blaze, 
Making  earth  and  heaven  meet. 

False  ?    Ah  no,  hardly  that.    Dear  heart,  you  are  not  to 

blame. 
(Who  carps  at  the  sun,  or  the  soft  spring  rain,  or  the  gracious 

evening  dew  ?) 
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And  I  cavil  not  at  your  fair  young  soul,  that  would  fain,  but 

could  not,  be  true, 
And  I  love  you  aye  the  same. 

That  you  do  not  ask  it,  I  know;  and  I  would  not,  alas!  but 

must, 
Prometheus-wise  chained  and  tortured  for  ever.    But  you, 

dear,  are  free, 
And  the  welcomest  gift  that  this  wide  blank  universe  holds 

for  me 
Is  a  little  handful  of  dust. 
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RECONCILIATION. 

LIKE  opals  set  in  lead 
lie  soft  little  clouds  in  the  dull  grey  sky, 
We  are  all  alone  here,  you  and  I — 
And  they  say  you  are  dead. 

Like  the  ray-kissed  breast  of  a  dove 
Leans  the  weary  moon  on  yon  dim  cloud's  rim, 
And  the  tall  tree-shadows  swim  weird  and  grim 
Over  your  still  face,  love. 

The  wan  moon  quickens  your  hair 
Till  I  almost  believe  that  you  breathe  again  1 
(Cold  Earth,  are  you  sure  of  your  infinite  gain? 
Is  she  not  passing  fair?) 


Black  as  the  storm-scourged  lea, 
Spreads  the  blind  blank  pall  of  the  empty  sky. 
I  wonder,  just  now,  did  I  hear  you  sigh  ? 
Ah,  listen  1  this  once,  to  me. 

Perchance,  later  on  you  might  speak, 
(The  moon  sleeps  sound,  there  is  no  one  near) 
And  my  hand  clasps  yours  in  the  darkness,  dear, 
My  head  to  your  cheek. 
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Once,  I  doubted  you — yes ; 
And  this  (had  you  lived)  you  had  never  known, 
I  had  trusted  you,  told  you  (let  this  atone !) 
More,  had  I  loved  you  less. 

Thanatos,  healer  of  all  I 

You  have  wedded  once  more  my  Soul  and  me, 
Whelmed  and  washed  down  with  a  wild  salt  sea 
Th'  implacable  ice-wall. 

So.    I  kiss  her  gracious  brow ; 
There  is  peace  between  us.     The  faint,  sick  dawn 
Creeps  shivering  in ;  great  rain  tears  mourn ; 
But  we  know  each  other — now. 
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THE  KASIDAH  OF  HAJl 

ABDi;  el-yezd! 


TRANSLATED  AND  ANNO- 

TATEDBT  HIS  FRIEND 

AND  PUPIL.  F.B. 

As  a  poem,  The  Kastdab  of  Sir  Richard  Bur- 
ton ranks  next  after  The  T{ubdijfdt  of  Edward 
FitzGerald.  Composed  seven  years  before 
*that  large  infidel'  swam  into  sight  in  1859,  it 
was  not  printed  until  1880. 

"  Only  an  admirer  of  Omar  Khajryim  could  have  written 
The  Kasidah— couplets— of  that  H&j!  Abdd  el-Yezdt,  who 
must  rank  in  the  shadow-land  of  mythical  Orientals  with 
Mirza  Schaffy,  and  whose  "Lay  of  the  Higher  Law," 
known  to  the  fortunate,  represents  in  verse  of  intensely 
Eastern  aeroma,  the  creed  of  El-Hichmakani,  a  surname 
of  Hiji  Abda,  signifyhig  "Of  No-hall,  Nowhere.** 

JUSTIN  HUNTLV  MCCARTHY. 


THE  SECOND  EDITION  IS  NOW  READY. 

93;  c<^es  on  'Van  Odder  paper  at  81.00  net, 
fo  copies  on  Japan  'Vellum  at  82.^0  net, 

POSTPAID  ON  RECEIPT  OF  NET  PRICE. 

THOMAS  B.  MOSHER,    Portland,  Maine. 


THE  BOOKMAN 
LITERARY   YEAR-BOOK. 

;3> 

poR  some  years  past  there  has  been  expressed,  in 
^  a  great  many  quarters,  a  strong  desire  for  some 
year-book  that  will  embody  all  the  most  interesting 
literary  information  of  the  current  year  and  treat 
of  the  conditions  and  the  output  of  the  literary 
market  in  America  and  England.  A  scheme  for 
such  a  publication  has  never,  however  been  put 
into  execution.  Messrs.  Dodd,  Mead  &  Company 
take  pleasure,  therefore,  in  announcing  to  the  lit- 
erary public  that  they  have  just  issued  a  volume 
entitled : 

^  The  Bookman  Literary  Year-Book^^ 

1898. 

Tbe  toork  is  published  in  iimoform,  in  a  neat  clotb  binding, 
stamped  on  tbe  stde  and  back,    *Prtce,  Bi.2^. 

i8t    Sketches  of  the  new  authors,  with  theu*  portraits 

and  sketches  or  their  careers. 
2d.    Sketches  of  famous  authors  who  have  died  dur- 
ing the  year,  with  their  portraits. 
3d.    A  list,  for  the  current  year,  of  the  principal  serial 

stories  in  American  magazines. 
4th.    Synopsis  of  the  best-selling  books. 
5th.    An  analjrsls,  into  departments,  of  the  publica- 
tions of  the  year. 
6th.    ComparatiTe    statistics    of    book    production 

throughout  the  world. 
Tth.    A  list  ofthe  lai^r  libraries  of  the  United  States. 
8th.    A  list  of  publislung  Book  Qubs,  with  the  books 

they  have  privately  issued. 
9th.    Sip;ns  used  in  correcting  proof, 
xoth.    Directions  for  copyrighting, 
nth.    Biographical  terms, 
xath.    Us^ul  recipse  to  bookmen,  etc,  etc. 

Dodd,  Mead  &  Co.,  PHblMNn,      149  Fifth  Amwe,  N.  Y. 


z  '  Ue  close,*  she  said,  xoitb  a  dtep  thrill  of  speech. 

'  Stir  not  a  finger,  dear,  or  we  may  both  awake,    !, 

too,  have  dreamed  my  nightmare.    Now,  as  I  sit 

here,  I  begin  to  tell  myself  there  was  a  Prince  in 

fairy  tales,  who  loved  a  thing  of  ice  and  folly  ;  and 

under  every  trial,  still  loved  on  ;  loved  the  ingrate, 

the  traitor,  tbe  insolent— ^nd  oh !  still  loved,  or  so  I 

tell  myself;  and  when  at  last  God  sent  a  soul  into  his 

froward  mistress,  his  great  heart  leapt  up,  and  he 

forgave  her  all,' 


1,   7  Tf 

* '  >    t    , 


ORIGINALLY  issued  in  Longman*  s  Mag- 
azine,  {April   to   October,   i88^). 
Prince  Otto  reappeared  as  a  single  volume       \ 
in  ample  time  for  the  holiday  hook-buyer  of      i 
that  year.    No  more  interesting  study  in       J    r :  l  l  i 
tbe  evolution  of  Style  exists  than  a  compar- 
ison between  the  serial  and  its  immediate 
careful  revision  in  book  fornu      This  must 
have  been  done  at  a  white  heat.    As  an 
illustration  we  reprint  below^  a  specimen 
of  the  discarded  dialogue,  showing  with  how 
much  finer  effect  the  last  words  ofSeraphina 
as  they  now  stand,  close  the  book.    Seldom 
is  judicious  excision  so  instantly  apparent. 

We  may  concede  that  from  the  first 
Prince  Otto  was  regarded  as  exotic, — an 
alien  growth,  so  to  speak,  amidst  the  lov- 


Her  natural  flowers  of  the  Stevensoman 
garden.  Critics  there  were,  and  possibly 
critics  there  are^  unable  or  unwilling  to 
admit  the  deep-veined  humamty  of  the 
reconciliation  scene  between  Seraphina  and 
her  Prince.  For  us  there  is  in  it  that 
touch  of  nature— passionate,  sensuous,  true 
to  love  and  life,  without  which  the  book 
had  turned  out  a  mere  romantic  fiasco. 
Nowhere  else  shall  we  find  the  natural 
history  of  the  human  passionflower  so 
exquisitely  set  forth  as  in  the  awakening 
of  Seraphina  to  a  love  that  will  not  fade 
away  or  die.  It  is  as  perfect  as  that  other 
immortal  scene,  the  meeting  between  Richard 
and  Lucy  in  their  brief  idyl  so  soon  to  close 
in  tragic  night.  Here  Stevenson  indeed 
became  "the  laureate  of  the  joy  of  life^*; 
and  of  this,  despite  all  self-imposed  limita' 
tions,  The  Flight  of  the  Princess  is  an 
enduring  exemplar.  For  we  cannot  but 
repeat,  be  was  and  ever  will  remain,  "  the 
laureate  of  the  joy  of  life,  of  the  life  here 
and  now^ 


>» 


FOR  JULY: 

Saint  Guido, 

By  Richard  Jefferies. 


The  Flight  of  the  Princess 
Robert  Louis  Stevenson 


"  Enter  these  enchanted  woods. 

You  who  dare. 
IfotbiHg  barms  beneath  the  leaves 
More  than  waves  a  swimmer  cleaves. 
Toss  your  heart  up  with  the  lark, 
Foot  at  peace  with  mouse  and  worm, 

Fairjfoufare. 
Only  at  a  dread  of  dark 
Quaver,  and  they  quit  their  form  : 
Thousand  eyeballs  under  boods 

Have  you  by  the  hair. 
Enter  these  enchanted  woods, 

You  wbo  dare." 

GBORGB  MBRBDITH. 

(The  Woods  of  Westemudn.) 


"Journeys  end  in  lovers  meeting. 
Every  wise  man's  son  doth  know.'* 

SHAKBSPBARB. 


4  4  Y  N  thinking  over  Stevenson's  work  one  is  apt  to 
I  overlook  Prince  Otto.  It  is  of  so  different  a 
genre,  it  has  almost  a  note  of  insincerity.  Yet 
that  very  note  is  cognate  with  its  subject,  and  in  its  rococo 
manner  it  is  a  perfect  bit  of  novelistic  bric'a'bracy  a  sort 
of  romance  in  Dresden  china.  There  is  one  chapter, 
however,  that  redeems  it.  The  flight  of  the  princess 
through  the  woods  at  night  is  one  of  the  most  perfect 
things  Stevenson  ever  wrote.  It  is  characteristic  that  it 
should  come  with  the  plunge  from  courtly  artificialities 
into  the  open  air  and  nature  unadorned.  The  character 
drawing  Is  as  firm  as  elsewhere.  .  .  .  All  bite  the  steel 
with  clear-cut  lines.  Yes,  Prince  Otto  is  the  Stevensonian 
crux ;  like  not  that  and  you  are  no  true  Stevensonian." 

JOSEPH  JACOBS,  {Literary  Studies, 
London,  1895.) 


THE  FLIGHT  OF  THE  PRINCESS. 

I. 

THE  porter,  drawn  by  the  growing  turmoil, 
had  vanished  from  the  postern,  and 
the  door  stood  open  on  the  darkness  of  the 
night.  As  Seraphina  fled  up  the  terraces, 
the  cries  and  loud  footing  of  the  mob  drew 
nearer  the  doomed  palace ;  the  rush  was  like 
the  rush  of  cavalry;  the  sound  of  shattering 
lamps  tingled  above  the  rest;  and  overtow- 
ering  all,  she  heard  her  own  name  bandied 
among  the  shouters.  A  bugle  sounded  at 
the  door  of  the  guard-room;  one  gun  was 
fired;  and  then  with  the  yell  of  hundreds, 
Mittwalden  Palace  was  carried  at  a  rush. 

Sped  by  these  dire  sounds  and  voices,  the 
Princess  scaled  the  long  garden,  skimming 
like  a  bird  the  starlit  stairways ;  crossed  the 
Park,  which  was  in  that  place  narrow ;  and 
plunged  upon  the  farther  side  into  the  rude 
shelter  of  the  forest.  So,  at  a  bound,  she 
left  the  discretion  and  the  cheerful  lamps 
of  Palace  evenings;  ceased  utterly  to  be  a 
sovereign  lady;  and,  falling  from  the  whole 
height  of  civilization,  ran  forth  into  the 
woods,  a  ragged  Cinderella. 

She  went  (urect  before  her  through  an 
open  tract  of  the  forest,  full  of  brush  and 
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birches,  and  where  the  starlight  guided  her; 
and  beyond  that  again,  must  thread  the 
columned  blackness  of  a  pine  grove  joining 
overhead  the  thatch  of  its  long  branches. 
At  that  hour,  the  place  was  breathless;  a 
horror  of  night  like  a  presence  occupied 
that  dungeon  of  the  wood;  and  she  went 
groping,  knocking  against  the  boles — ^her  ear, 
betweenwhiles,  strained  to  aching  and  yet 
unrewarded. 

But  the  slope  of  the  ground  was  upward, 
and  encouraged  her;  and  presently  she 
issued  on  a  rocky  hill  that  stood  forth  above 
the  sea  of  forest.  All  around  were  other 
hilltops,  big  and  little ;  sable  vales  of  forest 
between ;  overhead  the  open  heaven  and  the 
brilliancy  of  countless  stars;  and  along  the 
western  sky  the  dim  forms  of  mountains. 
The  glory  of  the  great  night  laid  hold  upon 
her:  her  eyes  shone  with  stars;  she  dipped 
her  sight  into  the  coolness  and  brightness  of 
the  sky,  as  she  might  have  dipped  her  wrist 
into  a  spring;  and  her  heart,  at  that  ethereal 
shock,  began  to  move  more  soberly.  The 
sun  that  sails  overhead,  ploughing  into  gold 
the  fields  of  daylight  azure  and  uttering  the 
signal  to  man's  myriads,  has  no  word  apart 
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for  man  the  individual ;  and  the  moon,  like 
a  violin,  only  praises  and  laments  our  pri- 
vate destiny.  The  stars  alone,  cheerful 
whisperers,  confer  quietly  with  each  of  us 
like  friends;  they  give  ear  to  our  sorrows 
smilingly,  like  wise  old  men,  rich  in  tolerance ; 
and  by  their  double  scale,  so  small  to  the 
eye,  so  vast  to  the  imagination,  they  keep 
before  the  mind  the  double  character  of 
man's  nature  and  fate. 

There  sate  the  Princess,  beautifully  look- 
ing upon  beauty,  in  council  with  these  glad 
advisers.  Bright  like  pictures,  dear  like  a 
voice  in  the  porches  of  her  ear,  memory 
re-enacted  the  tumult  of  the  evening:  The 
Countess  and  the  dancing  fan,  the  big  baron 
on  his  knees,  the  blood  on  the  polished 
floor,  the  knocking,  the  swing  of  the  litter 
down  the  avenue  of  lamps,  the  messenger, 
the  cries  of  the  charging  mob;  and  yet  all 
were  far  away  and  phantasmal,  and  she  was 
still  healingly  conscious  of  the  peace  and 
glory  of  the  night.  She  looked  towards 
Mittwalden;  and  above  the  hilltop,  which 
already  hid  it  from  her  view,  a  throbbing 
redness  hinted  of  fire.  Better  so ;  better  so, 
that  she  should  fall  with  tragic  greatness,  lit 
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by  a  blazing  palace  I  She  felt  not  a  trace 
of  pity  for  Gondremark  or  of  concern  for 
Grunewald;  that  period  of  her  life  was 
closed  for  ever,  a  wrench  of  wounded  vanity 
alone  surviving.  She  had  but  one  clear 
idea;  to  flee; — and  another,  obscure  and 
half-rejected,  although  still  obeyed:  to  flee 
in  the  direction  of  the  Felsenburg.  She  had 
a  duty  to  perform,  she  must  free  Otto— so 
her  mind  said,  very  coldly;  but  her  heart 
embraced  the  notion  of  that  duty  even  with 
ardor,  and  her  hands  began  to  yearn  for  the 
grasp  of  kindness. 

She  rose,  with  a  start  of  recollection,  and 
plunged  down  the  slope  into  the  covert. 
The  woods  received  and  closed  upon  her. 
Once  more,  she  wandered  and  hasted  in  a 
blot,  uncheered,  unpiloted.  Here  and  there, 
indeed,  through  rents  in  the  wood-roof,  a 
glimmer  attracted  her;  here  and  there,  a  tree 
stood  out  among  its  neighbours  by  some 
force  of  outline ;  here  and  there,  a  brushing 
among  the  leaves,  a  notable  blackness,  a 
dim  shine,  relieved,  only  to  exaggerate,  the 
solid  oppression  of  the  night  and  silence. 
And  betweenwhiles,  the  unfeatured  darkness 
would  redouble  and  the  whole  ear  of  night 
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appear  to  be  gloating  on  her  steps.  Now 
she  would  stand  still,  and  the  silence  would 
grow  and  grow,  till  it  weighed  upon  her 
breathing;  and  then  she  would  address 
herself  again  to  run,  stumbling,  falling,  and 
still  hurrying  the  more.  And  presently  the 
whole  wood  rocked  and  began  to  run  along 
with  her.  The  noise  of  her  own  mad  passage 
through  the  silence  spread  and  echoed,  and 
filled  the  night  with  terror.  Panic  hunted 
her:  Panic  from  the  trees  reached  forth  with 
clutching  branches ;  the  darkness  was  lit  up 
and  peopled  with  strange  forms  and  faces. 
She  strangled  and  fled  before  her  fears. 
And  yet  in  the  last  fortress,  reason,  blown 
upon  by  these  gusts  of  terror,  still  shone 
with  a  troubled  light.  She  knew,  yet  could 
not  act  upon  her  knowledge ;  she  knew  that 
she  must  stop,  and  yet  she  still  ran. 

She  was  already  near  madness,  when  she 
broke  suddenly  into  a  narrow  clearing.  At 
the  same  time  the  din  grew  louder,  and  she 
became  conscious  of  vague  forms  and  fields 
of  whiteness.  And  with  that  the  earth  gave 
way;  she  fell  and  found  her  feet  again  with 
an  incredible  shock  to  her  senses,  and  her 
mind  was  swallowed  up. 
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When  she  came  again  to  herself,  she  was 
standing  to  the  mid-leg  in  an  icy  eddy  of  a 
brook,  and  leaning  with  one  hand  on  the 
rock  from  which  it  poured.  The  spray  had 
wet  her  hair.  She  saw  the  white  cascade, 
the  stars  wavering  in  the  shaken  pool,  foam 
flitting,  and  high  overhead  the  tall  pines  on 
either  hand  serenely  drinking  starshine ;  and 
in  the  sudden  quiet  of  her  spirit,  she  heard 
with  joy  the  firm  plunge  of  the  cataract  in 
the  pool.  She  scrambled  forth  dripping.  In 
the  face  of  her  proved  weakness,  to  adven- 
ture again  upon  the  horror  of  blackness  in 
the  groves  were  a  suicide  of  life  or  reason. 
But  here,  in  the  alley  of  the  brook,  with  the 
kind  stars  above  her,  and  the  moon  presently 
swimming  into  sight,  she  could  await  the 
coming  of  day  without  alarm. 

This  lane  of  pine  trees  ran  very  rapidly 
down  hill  and  wound  among  the  woods ;  but 
it  was  a  wider  thoroughfare  than  the  brook 
needed,  and  here  and  there  were  little  dim- 
pling lawns  and  coves  of  the  forest,  where 
the  starshine  slumbered.  Such  a  lawn  she 
paced,  taking  patience  bravely ;  and  now  she 
looked  up  the  hill  and  saw  the  brook  coming 
down  to  her  in  a  series  of  cascades;  and 
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now  approached  the  margin,  where  it  welled 
among  the  rushes  silently;  and  now  gazed 
at  the  great  company  of  heaven  with  an 
enduring  wonder.  The  early  evening  had 
fallen  chill,  but  the  night  was  now  temper- 
ate; out  of  the  recesses  of  the  wood  there 
came  mild  airs  as  from  a  deep  and  peaceful 
breathing;  and  the  dew  was  heavy  on  the 
grass  and  the  tight-shut  daisies.  This  was 
the  girl's  first  night  under  the  naked  heaven ; 
and  now  that  her  fears  were  overpast,  she 
was  touched  to  the  soul  by  its  serene  amen- 
ity and  peace.  Kindly  the  host  of  heaven 
blinked  down  upon  that  wandering  Princess ; 
and  the  honest  brook  had  no  words  but  to 
encourage  her. 

At  last  she  began  to  be  aware  of  a  won- 
derful revolution,  compared  to  which  the  fire 
of  Mittwalden  Palace  was  but  the  crack  and 
flash  of  a  percussion  cap.  The  countenance 
with  which  the  pines  regarded  her  begun 
insensibly  to  change ;  the  grass  too,  short  as 
it  was,  and  the  whole  winding  staircase  of 
the  brook's  course,  began  to  wear  a  solemn 
freshness  of  appearance.  And  this  slow 
transfiguration  reached  her  heart,  and  played 
upon  it,  and  transpierced  it  with  a  serious 
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thrill.  She  looked  all  about ;  the  whole  face 
of  nature  looked  back,  brimful  of  meaning, 
finger  on  lip,  leaking  its  glad  secret.  She 
looked  up.  Heaven  was  almost  emptied  of 
stars.  Such  as  still  lingered  shone  with  a 
changed  and  waning  brightness,  and  began 
to  faint  in  their  stations.  And  the  colour  of 
the  sky  itself  was  the  most  wonderful;  for 
the  rich  blue  of  the  night  had  now  melted 
and  softened  and  brightened ;  and  there  had 
succeeded  in  its  place  a  hue  that  has  no 
name,  and  that  is  never  seen  but  as  the 
herald  of  morning.  *Oi'  she  cried,  joy 
catching  at  her  voice,  *  0 1  it  is  the  dawn  1 ' 

In  a  breath  she  passed  over  the  brook, 
and  looped  up  her  skirts  and  fairly  ran  in 
the  dim  alleys.  As  she  ran,  her  ears  were 
aware  of  many  pipings,  more  beautiful  than 
music;  in  the  small  dish-shaped  houses  in 
the  fork  of  giant  arms,  where  they  had  lain 
all  night,  lover  by  lover,  warmly  pressed, 
the  bright-eyed,  big-hearted  singers  began  to 
awaken  for  the  day.  Her  heart  melted  and 
flowed  forth  to  them  in  kindness.  And  they, 
from  their  small  and  high  perches  in  the 
clerestories  of  the  wood  cathedral,  peered 
down  sidelong  at  the  ragged  Princess  as  she 
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flitted  below  them  on  the  carpet  of  the  moss 
and  tassel. 

Soon  she  had  struggled  to  a  certain 
hilltop,  and  saw  far  before  her  the  silent 
inflooding  of  the  day.  Out  of  the  East  it 
welled  and  whitened ;  the  darkness  trembled 
into  light;  and  the  stars  were  extinguished 
like  the  street-lamps  of  a  human  city.  The 
whiteness  brightened  into  silver,  the  silver 
warmed  into  gold,  the  gold  kindled  into  pure 
and  living  fire;  and  the  face  of  the  East 
was  barred  with  elemental  scarlet.  The 
day  drew  its  first  long  breath,  steady  and 
chill;  and  for  leagues  around  the  woods 
sighed  and  shivered.  And  then,  at  one 
bound,  the  sun  had  floated  up;  and  her 
startled  eyes  received  day's  first  arrow,  and 
quailed  under  the  buffet.  On  every  side,  the 
shadows  leaped  from  their  ambush  and  fell 
prone.  The  day  was  come,  plain  and  garish ; 
and  up  the  steep  and  solitary  eastern  heaven, 
the  sun,  victorious  over  his  competitors, 
continued  slowly  and  royally  to  mount. 

Seraphina  drooped  for  a  little,  leaning 
on  a  pine,  the  shrill  joy  of  the  woodlands 
mocking  her.  The  shelter  of  the  night,  the 
thrilling  and  joyous  changes  of  the  dawn, 
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were  over;  and  now,  in  the  hot  eye  of  the 
day,  she  turned  uneasily  and  looked  sighingly 
about  her.  Some  way  off  among  the  lower 
woods,  a  pillar  of  smoke  was  mounting  and 
melting  in  the  gold  and  blue.  There,  surely 
enough,  were  human  folk,  the  hearth-sur- 
rounders.  Man's  fingers  had  laid  the  twigs ; 
it  was  man*s  breath  that  had  quickened  and 
encouraged  the  baby  flames;  and  now,  as 
the  fire  caught,  it  would  be  playing  ruddily 
on  the  face  of  its  creator.  At  the  thought, 
she  felt  a-cold  and  little  and  lost  in  that 
great  out-of-doors.  The  electric  shock  of  the 
young  sunbeams  and  the  unhuman  beauty  of 
the  woods  began  to  irk  and  daunt  her.  The 
covert  of  the  house,  the  decent  privacy  of 
rooms,  the  swept  and  regulated  fire,  all  that 
denotes  or  beautifies  the  home  life  of  man, 
began  to  draw  her  as  with  cords.  The  pillar 
of  smoke  was  now  risen  into  some  stream  of 
moving  air ;  it  began  to  lean  out  sideways  in 
a  pennon;  and  thereupon,  as  though  the 
change  had  been  a  summons,  Seraphina 
plunged  once  more  into  the  labyrinth  of  the 
wood. 

She  left  day  upon  the  high  ground.    In 
the  lower  groves  there  still  lingered  the  blue 
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early  twilight  and  the  seizing  freshness  of 
the  dew.  But  here  and  there,  above  this 
field  of  shadow,  the  head  of  a  great  out- 
spread pine  was  already  glorious  with  day ; 
and  here  and  there,  through  the  breaches  of 
the  hills,  the  sunbeams  made  a  great  and 
luminous  entry.  Here  Seraphina  hastened 
along  forest  paths.  She  had  lost  sight  of  the 
pilot  smoke,  which  blew  another  way,  and 
conducted  herself  in  that  great  wilderness 
by  the  direction  of  the  sun.  But  presently 
fresh  signs  bespoke  the  neighbourhood  of 
man;  felled  trunks,  white  slivers  from  the 
axe,  bundles  of  green  boughs,  and  stacks  of 
firewood.  These  guided  her  forward;  until 
she  came  forth  at  last  upon  the  clearing 
whence  the  smoke  arose.  A  hut  stood  in 
the  clear  shadow,  hard  by  a  brook  which 
made  a  series  of  inconsiderable  falls ;  and  on 
the  threshold,  the  Princess  saw  a  sun-burnt 
and  hard-featured  woodman,  standing  with 
his  hands  behmd  his  back  and  gazing 
skyward. 

She  went  to  him  directly:  a  beautiful 
bright-eyed,  and  haggard  vision;  splendidly 
arrayed  and  pitifully  tattered;  the  diamond 
ear-drops  still   glittering  in  her  ears;   and 
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with  the  movement  of  her  coming,  one 
small  breast  showing  and  hiding  among  the 
ragged  covert  of  the  laces.  At  that  ambigu- 
ous hour,  and  coming  as  she  did  from  the 
great  silence  of  the  forest,  the  man  drew 
back  from  the  Princess  as  from  something 
elfin. 

'I  am  cold,'  she  said,  'and  weary.  Let 
me  rest  beside  your  fire.' 

The  woodman  was  visibly  commoved,  but 
answered  nothing. 

*  I  will  pay,'  she  said,  and  then  repented  of 
the  words,  catching  perhaps  a  spark  of  terror 
from  his  frightened  eyes.  But,  as  usual,  her 
courage  rekindled  brighter  for  the  check. 
She  put  him  from  the  door  and  entered ;  and 
he  followed  her  in  superstitious  wonder. 

Within  the  hut  was  rough  and  dark ;  but 
on  the  stone  that  served  as  hearth,  twigs 
and  a  few  dry  branches  burned  with  the 
brisk  sounds  and  all  the  variable  beauty  of 
fire.  The  very  sight  of  it  composed  her; 
she  crouched  hard  by  on  the  earth  floor  and 
shivered  in  the  glow,  and  looked  upon  the 
eating  blaze  with  admiration.  The  woodman 
was  still  staring  at  his  guest ;  at  the  wreck  of 
the  rich  dress,  the  bare  arms,  the  bedraggled 
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laces  and  the  gems.  He  found  no  word  to 
utter. 

*Give  me  food/  said  she, — *here,  by  the 
fire.* 

He  set  down  a  pitcher  of  coarse  wine, 
bread,  a  piece  of  cheese,  and  a  handful  of 
raw  onions.  The  bread  was  hard  and  sour, 
the  cheese  like  leather;  even  the  onion, 
which  ranks  with,  the  truffle  and  the  nec- 
tarine in  the  chief  place  of  honor  of  earth's 
fruits,  is  not  perhaps  a  dish  for  princesses 
when  raw.  But  she  ate,  if  not  with  appetite, 
with  courage;  and  when  she  had  eaten,  did 
not  disdain  the  pitcher.  In  all  her  life 
before,  she  had  not  tasted  of  gross  food  nor 
drunk  after  another ;  but  a  brave  woman  far 
more  readily  accepts  a  change  of  circum- 
stances than  the  bravest  man.  All  that 
while,  the  woodman  continued  to  observe 
her  furtively,  many  low  thoughts  of  fear  and 
greed  contending  in  his  eyes.  She  read 
them  clearly,  and  she  knew  she  must  begone. 

Presently  she  arose  and  offered  him  a 
florin. 

*  Will  that  repay  you  ?  *  she  asked. 

But  here  the  man  found  his  tongue.  <I 
must  have  more  than  that,'  said  he. 
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'  It  is  all  I  have  to  give  you,*  she  returned, 
and  passed  him  by  serenely. 

Yet  her  heart  trembled,  for  she  saw  his 
hand  stretched  forth  as  if  to  arrest  her,  and 
his  unsteady  eyes  wandering  to  his  axe.  A 
beaten  path  led  westward  from  the  clearing, 
and  she  swiftly  followed  it.  She  did  not 
glance  behind  her.  But  as  soon  as  the  least 
turning  of  the  path  had  concealed  her  from 
the  woodman's  eye,  she  slipped  among  the 
trees  and  ran  till  she  deemed  herself  in 
safety. 

By  this  time  the  strong  sunshine  pierced 
in  a  thousand  places  the  pine-thatch  of  the 
forest,  fired  the  red  boles,  irradiated  the  cool 
aisles  of  shadow,  and  burned  in  jewels  on 
the  grass.  The  gum  of  these  trees  was 
dearer  to  the  senses  than  the  gums  of 
Araby;  each  pine,  in  the  lusty  morning 
sunlight,  burned  its  own  wood-incense;  and 
now  and  then  a  breeze  would  rise  and  toss 
these  rooted  censers,  and  send  shade  and 
sun-gem  flitting,  swift  as  swallows,  thick  as 
bees ;  and  wake  a  brushing  bustle  of  sounds 
that  murmured  and  went  by. 

On  she  passed,  and  up  and  down,  in  sun 
and  shadow;  now  aloft  on  the  bare  ridge 
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among  the  rocks  and  birches,  with  the  lizards 
and  the  snakes ;  and  anon  in  the  deep  grove 
among  sunless  pillars.  Now  she  followed 
wandering  wood-paths,  in  the  maze  of  valleys ; 
and  again,  from  a  hilltop,  beheld  the  distant 
mountains  and  the  great  birds  circling  under 
the  sky.  She  would  see  afar  oif  a  nestling 
hamlet,  and  go  round  to  avoid  it.  Below, 
she  traced  the  course  of  the  foam  of  moun- 
tain torrents.  Nearer  hand,  she  saw  how  the 
tender  springs  welled  up  in  silence,  or  oozed 
in  green  moss;  or  in  the  more  favoured 
hollows  a  whole  family  of  infant  rivers 
would  combine,  and  tinkle  in  the  stones, 
and  lie  in  pools  to  be  a  bathing-place  for 
sparrows,  or  fall  from  the  sheer  rock  in  rods 
of  crystal.  Upon  all  these  things,  as  she  still 
sped  along  in  the  bright  air,  she  looked  with 
a  rapture  of  surprise  and  a  joyful  fainting 
of  the  heart;  they  seemed  so  novel,  they 
touched  so  strangely  home,  they  were  so  hued 
and  scented,  they  were  so  beset  and  cano- 
pied by  the  dome  of  the  blue  air  of  heaven. 
At  length,  when  she  was  well  weary,  she 
came  upon  a  wide  and  shallow  pool.  Stones 
stood  in  it  like  islands;  bullrushes  fringed 
the  coast ;  the  floor  was  paved  with  the  pine 
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needles;  and  the  pines  themselves,  whose 
roots  made  promontories,  looked  down 
silently  on  their  green  images.  She  crept  to 
the  margin  and  beheld  herself  with  wonder, 
a  hollow  and  bright  eyed  phantom,  in  the 
ruins  of  her  palace  robe.  The  breeze  now 
shook  her  image;  now  it  would  be  marred 
with  flies;  and  at  that  she  smiled;  and  from 
the  fading  circles,  her  counterpart  smiled 
back  to  her  and  looked  kind.  She  sat  long 
in  the  warm  sun,  and  pitied  her  bare  arms 
that  were  all  bruised  and  marred  with  falling, 
and  marvelled  to  see  that  she  was  dirty,  and 
could  not  grow  to  believe  that  she  had  gone 
so  long  in  such  a  strange  disorder. 

Then,  with  a  sigh,  she  addressed  herself 
to  make  a  toilet  by  that  forest  mirror,  washed 
herself  pure  from  all  the  stains  of  her  adven- 
ture, took  off  her  jewels  and  wrapped  them 
in  her  handkerchief,  rearranged  the  tatters 
of  her  dress,  and  took  down  the  folds  of  her 
hair.  She  shook  it  round  her  face,  and  the 
pool  repeated  her  thus  veiled.  Her  hair  had 
smelt  like  violets,  she  remembered  Otto 
saying;  and  so  now  she  tried  to  smell  it,  and 
then  shook  her  head,  and  laughed  a  little, 
sadly,  to  herself. 
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The  laugh  was  returned  upon  her  in  a 
childish  echo.  She  looked  up;  and  lo  1  two 
children  looking  on, — a  small  girl  and  a  yet 
smaller  boy,  standing,  like  playthings,  by  the 
pool,  below  a  spreading  pine.  Seraphina 
was  not  fond  of  children,  and  now  she  was 
startled  to  the  heart. 

*  Who  are  you  ?  *  she  cried,  hoarsely. 

The  mites  huddled  together  and  drew 
back ;  and  Seraphina's  heart  reproached  her 
that  she  should  have  frightened  things  so 
quaint  and  little,  and  yet  alive  with  senses. 
She  thought  upon  the  birds  and  looked 
again  at  her  two  visitors ;  so  little  larger  and 
so  far  more  innocent.  On  their  clear  faces, 
as  in  a  pool,  she  saw  the  reflection  of  their 
fears.     With  gracious  purpose  she  arose. 

'  Come,'  she  said,  *  do  not  be  afraid  of  me,' 
and  took  a  step  towards  them. 

But  alas  I  at  the  first  movement,  the  poor 
babes  in  the  wood  turned  and  ran  helter- 
skelter  from  the  Princess. 

The  most  desolate  pang  was  struck  into 
the  girl's  heart.  Here  she  was,  twenty-two 
— soon  twenty-three — and  not  a  creature 
loved  her;  none  but  Otto;  and  would  even 
he  forgive  ?    If  she  began  weeping  in  these 
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woods  alone,  it  would  mean  death  or  mad- 
ness. Hastily  she  trod  the  thoughts  out  like 
a  burning  paper;  hastily  rolled  up  her  locks, 
and  with  terror  dogging  her,  and  her  whole 
bosom  sick  with  grief,  resumed  her  journey. 
Past  twi  in  the  forenoon,  she  struck  a 
higliroad,  marching  in  that  place  uphill 
between  two  stately  groves,  a  river  of 
sunlight;  and  here,  dead  weary,  careless  of 
consequences,  and  taking  some  courage 
from  the  human  and  civilized  neighbourhood 
of  the  road,  she  stretched  herself  on  the 
green  margin  in  the  shadow  of  a  tree.  Sleep 
closed  on  her,  at  first  with  a  horror  of  faint- 
ing, but  when  she  ceased  to  struggle,  kindly 
embracing  her.  So  she  was  taken  home  for 
a  little,  from  all  her  toils  and  sorrows,  to  her 
Father's  arms.  And  there  in  the  meanwhile 
her  body  lay  exposed  by  the  highwayside,  in 
tattered  finery;  and  on  either  hand  from  the 
woods  the  birds  came  flying  by  and  calling 
upon  others,  and  debated  in  their  own  tongue 
this  strange  appearance. 
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II. 

A  little  below  where  they  stood,  a  good- 
sized  brook  passed  below  the  road,  which 
overleapt  it  in  a  single  arch.  On  one  bank  of 
that  loquacious  water  a  footpath^descended 
a  green  dell.  Here  it  was  rocky  and  stony, 
and  lay  on  the  steep  scarps  of  the  ravine; 
here  it  was  choked  with  brambles ;  and  there, 
in  fairy  haughs,  it  lay  for  a  few  paces  evenly 
on  the  green  turf.  Like  a  sponge,  the  hill- 
side oozed  with  well-water.  The  bum  kept 
growing  both  in  force  and  volume ;  at  every 
leap  it  fell  with  heavier  plunges  and  span 
more  widely  in  the  pool.  Great  had  been 
the  labours  of  that  stream,  and  great  and 
agreeable  the  changes  it  had  wrought.  •  It 
had  cut  through  dykes  of  stubborn  rock, 
and  now,  like  a  blowing  dolphin,  spouted 
through  the  orifice;  along  all  its  humble 
coasts,  it  had  undermined  and  rafted-down 
the  goodlier  timber  of  the  forest;  and  on 
these  rough  clearings  it  now  set  and  tended 
primrose  gardens,  and  planted  woods  of 
willow,  and  made  a  favourite  of  the  silver 
birch.  Through  all  these  friendly  features 
the  path,  its  human  acolyte,  conducted  our 
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two  wanderers  downward, — Otto  before,  still 
pausing  at  the  more  difficult  passages  to 
lend  assistance;  the  Princess  following. 
From  time  to  time,  when  he  turned  to  h«lp 
her,  her  face  would  lighten  upon  his — her 
eyes,  half-  desperately,  woo  him.  He  saw, 
but  dared  not  understand.  *She  does  not 
love  me,*  he  told  himself,  with  magnanimity. 
'This  is  remorse  or  gratitude;  I  were  no 
gentleman,  no,  nor  yet  a  man,  if  I  presumed 
upon  these  pitiful  concessions.' 

Some  way  down  the  glen,  the  stream, 
already  grown  to  a  good  bulk  of  water,  was 
rudely  dammed  across,  and  about  a  third  of 
it  abducted  in  a  wooden  trough.  Gayly  the 
pure  water,  air*s  first  cousin,  fleeted  along 
the  rude  aqueduct,  whose  sides  and  floor  it 
had  made  green  with  grasses.  The  path, 
bearing  it  close  company,  threaded  a  wilder- 
ness of  briar  and  wild  rose.  And  presently, 
a  little  in  front,  the  brown  top  of  a  mill  and 
the  tall  mill-wheel,  spraying  diamonds,  arose 
in  the  narrows  of  the  glen ;  at  the  same  time 
the  snoring  music  of  the  saws  broke  the 
silence. 

The  miller,  hearing  steps,  came  forth  to 
his  door,  and  both  he  and  Otto  started. 
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<  Good-morning,  miller/  said  the  Prince. 
*  You  were  right,  it  seems,  and  I  was  wrong. 
1  give  you  the  news,  and  bid  you  to  Mitt- 
walden.  My  throne  has  fallen — ^great  was 
the  fall  of  it  I — and  your  good  friends  of  the 
Phcenix  bear  the  rule.' 

The  red-faced  miller  looked  supreme  aston- 
ishment. '  And  your  Highness  }  *  he  gasped. 

'My  Highness  is  running  away,'  replied 
Otto,  *  straight  for  the  frontier.* 

'Leaving  Griinewald?'  cried  the  man. 
*Your  father's  son?  It's  not  to  be  per- 
mitted!' 

*Do  you  arrest  us,  friend.?'  asked  Otto, 
smiling. 

'Arrest  you?  I?'  exclaimed  the  man. 
'  For  what  does  your  Highness  take  me  ? 
Why,  sir,  I  make  sure  there  is  not  a  man  in 
Grunewald  would  lay  hands  upon  you.' 

*0,  many,  many,'  said  the  Prince;  'but 
from  you,  who  were  bold  with  me  in  my 
greatness,  I  should  even  look  for  aid  in  my 
distress.' 

The  miller  became  the  colour  of  beetroot. 
'You  may  say  so  indeed,'  said  he.  'And 
meanwhile,  will  you  and  your  lady  step  into 
my  house?' 
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<We  have  not  time  for  that/  replied  the 
Prince ;  *  but  if  you  will  oblige  us  with  a  cup 
of  wine  without  her«,  you  will  give  a  pleasure 
and  a  service,  both  in  one.' 

The  miller  once  more  coloured  to  the  nape. 
He  hastened  to  bring  forth  wine  in  a  pitcher 
and  three  bright  crystal  tumblers.  *Your 
Highness  must  not  suppose/  he  said,  as  he 
filled  them,  *that  I  am  an  habitual  drinker. 
The  time  when  I  had  the  misfortune  to 
encounter  you,  I  was  a  trifle  overtaken,  I 
allow;  but  a  more  sober  man  than  I  am  in 
my  ordinary,  I  do  not  know  where  you  are  to 
look  for;  and  even  this  glass  that  I  drink  to 
you  (and  to  the  lady)  is  quite  an  unusual 
recreation.* 

The  wine  was  drunk  with  due  rustic 
courtesies;  and  then,  refusing  further  hos- 
pitality. Otto  and  Seraphina  once  more 
proceeded  to  descend  the  glen,  which  now 
began  to  open  and  to  be  invaded  by  the 
taller  trees. 

*  I  owed  that  man  a  reparation,'  said  the 
Prince;  'for  when  we  met  I  was  in  the 
wrong  and  put  a  sore  affront  upon  him.  I 
judge  by  myself,  perhaps;  but  I  begin  to 
think  that  no  one  is  the  better  for  a 
humiliation.' 
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'But  some  have  to  be  taught  so,'  she 
replied. 

*Well,  well,*  he  said,  with  a  painful 
embarrassment.  'Well,  well.  But  let  us 
think  of  safety.  My  miller  is  all  very  good, 
but  I  do  not  pin  my  faith  to  him.  To  follow 
down  this  stream  will  bring  us,  but  after 
innumerable  windings,  to  my  house.  Here, 
up  this  glade,  there  lies  a  cross-cut — the 
world's  end  for  solitude — the  very  deer 
scarce  visit  it.  Are  you  too  tired,  or  could 
you  pass  that  way  ? ' 

'Choose  the  path.  Otto.  I  will  follow 
you,'  she  said. 

*  No,*  he  replied,  with  a  singular  imbecility 
of  manner  and  appearance,  *  but  I  meant  the 
path  was  rough.  It  lies,  all  the  way,  by 
glade  and  dingle,  and  the  dingles  are  both 
deep  and  thorny.* 

'Lead  on,*  she  said.  'Are  you  not  Otto 
the  Hunter?* 

They  had  now  burst  across  a  veil  of 
under-wood,  and  were  come  into  a  lawn 
among  the  forest,  very  green  and  innocent, 
and  solemnly  surrounded  by  trees.  Otto 
paused  on  the  margin,  looking  about  him 
with   delight;  then   his  glance   returned  to 
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Seraphlna»  as  she  stood  framed  in  that 
sylvan  pleasantness  and  looking  at  her  hus- 
band with  undecipherable  eyes.  A  weakness 
both  of  the  body  and  mind  fell  on  him  like 
the  beginnings  of  sleep;  the  cords  of  his 
activity  were  relaxed,  his  eyes  clung  to  her. 
*  Let  us  rest/  he  said ;  and  he  made  her  sit 
down,  and  himself  sat  down  beside  her  on 
the  slope  of  an  inconsiderable  mound. 

She  sat  with  her  eyes  downcast,  her  slim 
hand  dabbling  in  grass,  like  a  maid  waiting 
for  love's  summons.  The  sound  of  the  wind 
in  the  forest  swelled  and  sank,  and  drew  near 
them  with  a  running  rush,  and  died  away 
and  away  in  the  distance  into  fainting  whis- 
pers. Nearer  hand,  a  bird  out  of  the  deep 
covert  uttered  broken  and  anxious  notes. 
All  this  seemed  but  a  halting  prelude  to 
speech.  To  Otto  it  seemed  as  if  the  whole 
frame  of  nature  were  waiting  for  his  words ; 
and  yet  his  pride  kept  him  silent.  The 
longer  he  watched  that  slender  and  pale 
hand  plucking  at  the  grasses,  the  harder  and 
rougher  grew  the  fight  between  pride  and  its 
kindly  adversary. 

'Seraphina,*  he  said  at  last,  'it  is  right 
you  should  know  one  thing :  I  never  .  .  .  .' 
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He  was  about  to  say  '  doubted  you,'  but  was 
that  true  ?  And,  if  true,  was  it  generous  to 
speak  of  it  ?    Silence  succeeded. 

*  I  pray  you,  tell  it  me,*  she  said ;  *  tell 
it  me,  in  pity.* 

*I  mean  only  this,*  he  resumed,  Uhat  I 
understand  all,  and  do  not  blame  you.  I 
understand  how  the  brave  woman  must  look 
down  on  the  weak  man.  I  think  you  were 
wrong  in  some  things;  but  I  have  tried  to 
understand  it,  and  I  do.  I  do  not  need  to 
forget  or  to  forgive,  Seraphlna,  for  I  have 
understood.* 

*  I  know  what  I  have  done,*  she  said.  *  I 
am  not  so  weak  that  I  can  be  deceived  with 
kind  speeches.  I  know  what  I  have  been — 
I  see  myself.  I  am  not  worth  your  anger, 
how  much  less  to  be  forgiven  I  In  all  this 
downfall  and  misery,  I  see  only  me  and  you : 
you,  as  you  have  been  always ;  me,  as  I  was 
— ^me,  above  all  I  O  yes,  I  see  myself;  and 
what  can  I  think  ?  * 

<Ah,  then,  let  us  reverse  the  parts  1'  said 
Otto.  'It  is  ourselves  we  cannot  forgive, 
when  we  deny  forgiveness  to  another — ^so  a 
friend  told  me  last  night.  On  these  terms, 
Seraphina,  you  see  how  generously  I  have 
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forgiven  myself.  But  iam  not  /  to  be  for- 
given? Come,  then,  forgive  yourself — and 
me.' 

She  did  not  answer  in  words,  but  reached 
out  her  hand  to  him  quickly.  He  took  it; 
and  as  the  smooth  fingers  settled  and  nestled 
in  his,  love  ran  to  and  fro  between  them  in 
tender  and  transforming  currents. 

*  Seraphina,'  he  cried,  '  O,  forget  the  past ! 
Let  me  serve  and  help  you ;  let  me  be  your 
servant;  it  is  enough  for  me  to  serve  you 
and  to  be  near  you;  let  me  be  near  you, 
dear— do  not  send  me  away.'  He  hurried 
his  pleading  like  the  speech  of  a  frightened 
child.  '  It  is  not  love,'  he  went  on ;  I  do  not 
ask  for  love ;  my  love  is  enough  .  .  ,  .' 

*  Otto  1 '  she  said,  as  if  in  pain. 

He  looked  up  into  her  face.  It  was 
wrung  With  the  very  ecstasy  of  tenderness 
and  anguish;  on  her  features,  and  most  of 
all  in  her  changed  eyes,  there  shone  the  very 
light  of  love. 

'Seraphina?'  he  cried  aloud,  and  with  a 
sudden,  tuneless  voice, '  Seraphina  ? ' 

'  Look  round  you  at  this  glade,'  she  cried, 
*  and  where  the  leaves  are  coming  on  young 
trees,    and  the  flowers   begin    to   blossom. 
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This  is  where  we  meet,  meet  for  the  first 
time;  it  is  so  much  better  to  forget  and  to 
be  born  again.  O,  what  a  pit  there  is  for 
sins — God's  mercy,  man's  oblivion ! ' 

'  Seraphina,'  he  said,  '  let  it  be  so,  indeed ; 
let  all  that  was,  be  merely  the  abuse  of 
dreaming;  let  me  begin  again,  a  stranger. 
I  have  dreamed,  in  a  long  dream,  that  I 
adored  a  g^l  unkind  and  beautiful;  in  all 
things  my  superior,  but  still  cold  like  ice. 
And  again  I  dreamed,  and  thought  she 
changed  and  melted,  glowed  and  turned  to 
me.  And  I — ^who  had  no  merit  but  a  love, 
slavish  and  unerect — ^lay  close,  and  durst  not 
move  for  fear  of  waking.'. 

'  Lie  close,'  she  said,  with  a  deep  thrill  of 
speech. 

So  they  spake  in  the  spring  woods;  and 
meanwhile,  in  Mittwalden  Rath-haus,  the 
Republic  was  declared. 
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SAINT  GUIDO 

your  windows  and  looks  in,  and  he  told 
me.  The  birds  tell  us  lots  of  things,  and  all 
about  what  is  over  the  sea." 

"  But  that  is  not  a  story,"  said  Guido. 

"Once  upon  a  time,"  said  the  Wheat, 
"when  the  oak  the  lightning  struck  was 
alive,  your  papa's  papa's  papa,  ever  so  much 
farther  back  than  that,  had  all  the  fields 
round  here,  all  that  you  can  see  from  Acre 
Hill.  And  do  you  know  it  happened  that 
in  time  every  one  of  them  was  lost  or  sold, 
and  your  family,  Guido  dear,  were  homeless 
— no  house,  no  garden  or  orchard,  and  no 
dogs  or  guns,  or  anything  jolly.  One  day 
the  papa  that  was  then  came  along  the  road 
with  his  little  Guido,  and  they  were  beggars, 
dear,  and  had  no  place  to  sleep,  and  they 
slept  all  night  in  the  wheat  in  this  very  field 
close  to  where  the  hawthorn  bush  grows 
now — where  you  picked  the  May  flowers, 
you  know,  my  love.  They  slept  there  all 
the  summer  night,  and  the  fern  owls  flew  to 
and  fro,  and  the  bats  and  crickets  chirped, 
and  the  stars  shone  faintly,  as  if  they  were 
made  pale  by  the  heat.  The  poor  papa 
never  had  a  house,  but  that  little  Guido 
lived   to    grow  up   a  great   man,  and    he 
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SAINT  GUIDO 

were  made  into  buttons  for  little  Guido." 

"  Where  is  it  ?  "  said  Guido. 

"  I  can't  exactly  tell  where  it  is,"  said  the 
Wheat.  **  It  was  very  near  me  once,  and  I 
thought  the  next  thunder's  rain  would  wash 
it  down  into  the  streamlet — ^it  has  been  here 
ever  so  long,  it  came  here  first  just  after  the 
oak  the  lightning  split  died.  And  it  has 
been  rolled  about  by  the  ploughs  ever  since, 
and  no  one  has  ever  seen  it;  I  thought  it 
must  go  into  the  ditch  at  last,  but  when  the 
men  came  to  hoe  one  of  them  knocked  it 
back,  and  then  another  kicked  it  along — it 
was  covered  with  earth — and  then,  one  day, 
a  rook  came  and  split  the  clod  open  with 
his  bill,  and  pushed  the  pieces  first  one  side 
and  then  the  other,  and  the  coin  went  one 
way,  but  I  did  not  see;  I  must  ask  a 
humble-bee,  or  a  mouse,  or  a  mole,  or  some 
one  who  knows  more  about  it  It  is  very 
thin,  so  that  if  the  rook's  Inll  had  struck  it, 
his  strong  bill  would  have  made  a  dent  in  it, 
and  there  is,  I  think,  a  ship  marked  on  it." 

"Oh,  I  must  have  it  I  A  ship!  Ask  a 
humble-bee  directly ;  be  quick ! " 

Bang!  There  was  a  loud  report,  a  gun 
had  gone  off  in  the  copse. 
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"  That's  my  papa,"  shouted  Guido.  "  I'm 
sure  that  was  my  papa's  gunl"  Up  he 
jumped,  and  getting  down  the  ditch,  stepped 
across  the  water,  and,  seizing  a  hazel-bough 
to  help  himself,  climbed  up  the  bank.  At 
the  top  he  slipped  through  the  fence  by  the 
oak  and  so  into  the  copse.  He  was  in  such 
a  hurry  he  did  not  mind  the  thistles  or  the 
boughs  that  whipped  him  as  they  sprang 
back,  he  scrambled  through,  meeting  the 
vapour  of  the  gunpowder  and  the  smell  of 
sulphur.  In  a  minute  he  found  a  green 
path,  and  in  the  path  was  his  papa,  who 
had  just  shot  a  cruel  crow.  The  crow  had 
been  eating  the  birds'  eggs,  and  picking  the 
little  birds  to  pieces. 
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IN  a  review  of  the  first  edition  of  Words- 
worth's Grave  and  Other  Poems 
{i8^o)t  Mr.  Cosmo  Monkbouse^  said  of  the 
title  poem:  ''If  Mr,  William  fVatson  bad 
written  no  otber,  .  .  be  would  deserve  a 
place  among  contemporary  writers  of  verse; 
for  if  tbis  poem  is  scarcely  a  *  new  depart- 
ure* it  certainly  does  not  follow  tbe  lead  of 
any  living  poet** 

Of  Lachrymae  Musarum,  printed  two 
years  later,  so  mucb,  perbaps,  cannot  be 
advanced.  In  it  various  contemporary 
toucbes  are  discemable;  even  tbe  sligbt  but 
unmistakable  conveyance  of  a  single  word 
wakens  recollection  of  tbat  word^s  one 
transcendent  bandling, — *But  where  are  tbe 
snows   of  yester-year.*     AdndtUng  ibis 


I  tMr.  MoHhbouu  still  renunns  a  poet  cf  twstis- 
pecUd  excelUiue,  His  Cora  and  Poppies,  t?;o 
copies,  London,  1890),  appears  in  no  later  edition. 
It  has  one  poem — A  Dead  March — tbat  may  be  read 
beside  A  Toccata  of  Galuppi's,  and  suffer  no  sense 
of  blemisb. 


limtatum,  Lachrymae  Musarum  bos  a 
beauty t  let  us  sajff  such  as  an  exqtusitefy 
composed  cento  ndgbt  afford  us.  Even  if 
derivative,  it  possesses  tbe  art  of  derivation. 
Its  peroration  is  well  mgb  perfect.  Tbere 
is  tbe  divine  faculty  of  dying  proudly 
about  it. 

It  is,  tbeni  no  reproacb  to  our  poet  if 
compared  witb  Thyrsis  or  tbe  Ave  Atque 
Vale,  bis  elegiacs  seem  less  tban  tbey. 
Tbat  tbese  txoo  poems  are  beautiful  in  tbem- 
selves  suffices.  It  is  a  minor  matter  wben  a 
tbing  of  beauty  does  not  entirely  satisfy 
tbe  canon  of  comparative  criticism. 
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By 
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I.    Wordsworth's  Grave 
ii.    lachrymie  musarum 

William  Watson. 


DEDICATION 

TO   JAMES   BROMLEY, 

OF 

LATHOM,  LANCASHIRE. 

ERE  vandal  lords  with  lust  of  gold  accurst 
Deface  each  hallowed  hillside  we  revere — 
Ere  cities  in  their  million-throated  thirst 

Menace  each  sacred  mere — 
Let  us  give  thanks  because  one  nook  hath  been 

Unflooded  yet  by  desecration's  wave, 
The  little  churchyard  in  the  valley  green 
That  holds  our  Wordsworth's  grave. 

'Twas  there  I  plucked  these  elegiac  blooms, 

There  where  he  rests  'mid  comrades  fit  and  few, 
And  thence  I  bring  this  growth  of  classic  tombs, 

An  offering,  friend,  to  you — 
You  who  have  loved  like  me  his  simple  themes, 

Loved  his  sincere  large  accent  nobly  plain. 
And  loved  the  land  whose  mountains  and  whose  streams 

Are  lovelier  for  his  strain. 

It  may  be  that  his  manly  chant,  beside 
More  dainty  numbers,  seems  a  rustic  tune ; 

It  may  be,  thought  has  broadened  since  he  died 
Upon  the  century's  noon ; 
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It  may  be  that  we  can  no  longer  share 
The  faith  which  from  his  fathers  he  received ; 

It  may  be  that  our  doom  is  to  despair 
Where  he  with  joy  believed ; — 

Enough  that  there  is  none  since  risen  who  sings 

A  song  so  gotten  of  the  immediate  soul, 
So  instant  from  the  vital  fount  of  things 

Which  is  our  source  and  goal ; 
And  though  at  touch  of  later  hands  there  float 

More  artful  tones  than  from  his  lyre  he  drew, 
Ages  may  pass  ere  trills  another  note 

So  sweet,  so  great,  so  true. 
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I. 


THE  old  rude  church,  with  bare,  bald  tower,  is  here ; 
Beneath  its  shadow  high-born  Rotha  flows ; 
Rotha,  remembering  well  who  slumbers  near, 
And  with  cool  murmur  lulling  his  repose. 

Rotha,  remembering  well  who  slumbers  near. 

His  hills,  his  lakes,  his  streams  are  with  him  yet. 
Surely  the  heart  that  read  her  own  heart  clear 

Nature  forgets  not  soon :  'tis  we  forget. 

We  that  with  vagrant  soul  his  fixity 

Have  slighted ;  faithless,  done  his  deep  faith  wrong ; 
Left  him  for  poorer  loves,  and  bowed  the  knee 

To  misbegotten  strange  new  gods  of  song. 

Yet,  led  by  hollow  ghost  or  beckoning  elf 
Far  from  her  homestead  to  the  desert  bourn. 

The  vagrant  soul  returning  to  herself 
Wearily  wise,  must  needs  to  him  return. 

To  him  and  to  the  powers  that  with  him  dwell : — 
Inflowings  that  divulged  not  whence  they  came; 

And  that  secluded  spirit  unknowable, 

The  mystery  we  make  darker  with  a  name ; 
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The  Somewhat  which  yre  name  but  cannot  know, 
Ev'n  as  we  name  a  star  and  only  see 

His  quenchless  flashings  forth,  which  ever  show 
And  ever  hide  him,  and  which  are  not  he. 


264 


I 
i 


II. 

Poet  who  sleepest  by  this  wandering  wave  I 

When  thoa  wast  born,  what  birth-gift  hadst  thoa  then  ? 
To  thee  what  wealth  was  that  the  Immortals  gave, 

The  wealth  thou  gavest  in  thy  turn  to  men  ? 

Not  teuton's  keen,  translnnar  music  thine ; 

Not  Shakspere's  cloudless,  boundles  human  view ; 
Not  Shelley's  flush  of  rose  on  peaks  divine ; 

Not  yet  the  wizard  twilight  Coleridge  knew. 

What  hadst  thou  that  could  make  so  large  amends 
For  all  thou  hadst  not  and  thy  peers  possessed, 

Motion  and  fire,  swift  means  to  radiant  ends  ? — 
Thou  hadst,  for  weary  feet,  the  gift  of  rest. 

From  Shelley's  dazzling  glow  or  thunderous  haze, 
From  Byron's  tempest-anger,  tempest-mirth. 

Men  turned  to  thee  and  found — not  blast  and  blaze, 
Tumult  of  tottering  heavens,  but  peace  on  earth. 

Nor  peace  that  grows  by  Lethe,  scentless  flower, 
There  in  white  languors  to  decline  and  cease ; 

But  peace  whose  names  are  also  rapture,  power, 
Clear  sight,  and  love :  for  these  are  parts  of  peace. 
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III. 


I  hear  it  vouched  the  Muse  is  with  us  still ; — 
If  less  divinely  frenzied  than  of  yore. 

In  lieu  of  feelings  she  has  wondrous  skill 
To  simulate  emotion  felt  no  more. 

Not  such  the  authentic  Presence  pure,  that  made 
This  valley  vocal  in  the  great  days  gone ! — 

In  bis  great  days,  while  yet  the  spring-time  played 
About  him,  and  the  mighty  morning  shone. 

No  word-mosaic  artificer,  he  sang 
A  lofty  song  of  lowly  weal  and  dole. 

Right  from  the  heart,  right  to  the  heart  it  sprang. 
Or  from  the  soul  leapt  instant  to  the  soul. 

He  felt  the  charm  of  childhood,  grace  of  youth, 
Grandeur  of  age,  insisting  to  be  sung. 

The  impassioned  argument  was  simple  truth 
Half-wondering  at  its  own  melodious  tongue. 

Impassioned  ?  ay,  to  the  song's  ecstatic  core  I 
But  far  removed  were  clangour,  storm  and  feud ; 

For  plenteous  health  was  his,  exceeding  store 
Of  joy,  and  an  impassioned  quietude. 
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IV. 


A  hundred  years  ere  he  to  manhood  came, 
Song  from  celestial  heights  had  wandered  down, 

Put  off  her  robe  of  sunlight,  dew  and  flame. 
And  donned  a  modish  dress  to  charm  the  Town. 

Thenceforth  she  but  festooned  the  porch  of  things ; 

Apt  at  life's  lore,  incurious  what  life  meant. 
Dextrous  of  hand,  she  struck  her  lute's  few  strings, 

Ignobly  perfect,  barrenly  content. 

Unflushed  with  ardour  and  anblanched  with  awe. 

Her  lips  in  profitless  derision  curled. 
She  saw  with  dull  emotion — if  she  saw — 

The  vision  of  the  glory  of  the  world. 

The  human  mask  she  watched,  with  dreamless  eyes 
In  whose  clear  shallows  lurked  no  trembling  shade 

The  stars,  unkenned  by  her,  might  set  and  rise, 
Unmarked  by  her,  the  daisies  bloom  and  fade. 

The  age  grew  sated  with  her  sterile  wit. 

Herself  waxed  weary  on  her  loveless  throne. 
Men  felt  life's  tide,  the  sweep  and  surge  of  it. 

And  craved  a  living  voice,  a  natural  tone. 
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For  none  the  less,  though  song  was  but  half  true, 
The  world  lay  common,  one  abounding  theme. 

Man  joyed  and  wept,  and  fate  was  ever  new. 
And  love  was  sweet,  life  real,  death  no  dream. 

In  sad  stem  verse  the  rugged  scholar-sage 
Bemoaned  his  toil  unvalued,  youth  uncheered. 

His  numbers  wore  the  vesture  of  the  age, 
But,  'neath  it  beating,  the  great  heart  was  heard. 

From  dewy  pastures,  uplands  sweet  with  thyme, 
A  virgin  breeze  freshened  the  jaded  day. 

It  wafted  Collins'  lonely  vesper-chime. 
It  breathed  abroad  the  frugal  note  of  Gray. 

It  fluttered  here  and  there,  nor  swept  in  vain 
The  dusty  haunts  where  futile  echoes  dwell, — 

Then,  in  a  cadence  soft  as  summer  rain. 

And  sad  from  Auburn  voiceless,  drooped  and  fell. 

It  drooped  and  fell,  and  one  'neath  northern  skies, 
With  southern  heart,  who  tilled  his  father's  field, 

Found  Poesy  a-dying,  bade  her  rise 
And  touch  quick  nature's  hem  and  go  forth  healed. 
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On  life's  broad  plain  the  ploughman's  conquering  share 
Upturned  the  fallow  lands  of  truth  anew, 

And  o*er  the  formal  garden's  trim  parterre 
The  peasant's  team  a  ruthless  furrow  drew. 

Bright  was  his  going  forth,  but  clouds  ere  long 
Whelmed  him ;  in  gloom  his  radiance  set,  and  those 

Twin  morning  stars  of  the  new  century's  song, 
Those  morning  stars  that  sang  together,  rose. 

In  elfish  speech  the  Dreamer  told  hb  tale 
Of  maryellous  oceans  swept  by  fateful  wings. — 

The  Se'ir  strayed  not  from  earth's  human  pale. 
But  the  m3r8terious  face  of  common  things 

He  mirrored  as  the  moon  in  Rydal  Mere 
Is  mirrored,  when  the  breathless  night  hangs  blue : 

Strangely  remote  she  seems  and  wondrous  near. 
And  by  some  nameless  difference  bom  anew. 
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V. 


Peace — peace — and  rest  1    Ah,  how  the  lyre  is  loth, 
Or  powerless  now,  to  give  what  all  men  seek ! 

Either  it  deadens  with  ignoble  sloth 
Or  deafens  with  shrill  tumult,  loudly  weak. 

Where  is  the  singer  whose  large  notes  and  clear 
Can  heal  and  arm  and  plenish  and  sustain  ? 

Lo,  one  with  empty  music  floods  the  ear, 
And  one,  the  heart  refreshing,  tires  the  brain. 

And  idly  tuneful,  the  loquacious  throng 

Flutter  and  twitter,  prodigal  of  time. 
And  little  masters  make  a  toy  of  song 

Till  grave  men  weary  of  the  sound  of  rhyme. 

And  some  go  prankt  in  faded  antique  dress, 
Abhorring  to  be  hale  and  glad  and  free ; 

And  some  parade  a  conscious  naturalness, 
The  scholar's  not  the  child's  simplicity. 

Enough ; — and  wisest  who  from  words  forbear. 

The  kindly  river  rails  not  as  it  glides ; 
And  suave  and  charitable,  the  winning  air 

Chides  not  at  all,  or  only  him  who  chides. 
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VI. 

Nature  1  we  storm  thine  ear  with  choric  notes. 

Thou  answerest  through  the  calm  great  nights  and  days, 
"  Laud  me  who  will :  not  tuneless  are  your  throats ; 

Yet  if  ye  paused  I  should  not  miss  the  praise." 

We  falter,  half-rebuked,  and  sing  again. 

We  chant  thy  desertness  and  haggard  gloom, 
Or  with  thy  splendid  wrath  inflate  the  strain, 

Or  touch  it  with  thy  colour  and  perfume. 

One,  his  melodious  blood  aflame  for  thee, 

Wooed  with  fierce  lust,  his  hot  heart  world-defiled. 

One,  with  the  upward  eye  of  infancy, 
Looked  in  thy  face,  and  felt  himself  thy  child. 

Thee  he  approached  without  distrust  or  dread — 
Beheld  thee  throned,  an  awful  queen,  above — 

Climbed  to  thy  lap  and  merely  laid  his  head 
Against  thy  warm  wild  heart  of  mother-love. 

He  heard  that  vast  heart  beating — thou  didst  press 
Thy  child  so  close,  and  lov'dst  him  unaware. 

Thy  beauty  gladdened  him ;  yet  he  scarce  less 
Had  loved  thee,  had  he  never  found  thee  fair  1 
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For  thou  wast  not  as  legendary  lands 
To  which  with  curious  eyes  and  ears  we  roam. 

Nor  wast  thou  as  a  fane  mid  solemn  sands, 
Where  palmers  halt  at  evening.    Thou  wast  home. 

And  here,  at  home,  still  bides  he ;  but  he  sleeps ; 

Not  to  be  wakened  even  at  thy  word ; 
Though  we,  vague  dreamers,  dream  he  somewhere  keeps 

An  ear  still  open  to  thy  voice  still  heard, — 

Thy  voice,  as  heretofore,  about  him  blown, 

For  ever  blown  about  his  silence  now ; 
Thy  voice,  though  deeper,  yet  so  like  his  own 

That  almost,  when  he  sang,  we  deemed  *twas  thou  I 
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VII. 


Behind  Helm  Crag  and  Silver  Howe  the  sheen 
Of  the  retreating  day  is  less  and  less. 

Soon  will  the  lordlier  summits,  here  unseen, 
Gather  the  night  about  their  nakedness. 

The  half-heard  bleat  of  sheep  comes  from  the  hill. 

Faint  sounds  of  childish  play  are  in  the  air. 
The  river  murmurs  past.    All  else  is  still. 

The  very  graves  seem  stiller  than  they  were. 

Afar  though  nation  be  on  nation  hurled, 
And  life  with  toil  and  ancient  pain  depressed. 

Here  one  may  scarce  believe  the  whole  wide  world 
Is  not  at  peace,  and  all  man's  heart  at  rest. 

Rest  I  'twas  the  gift  be  gave ;  and  peace !  the  shade 
He  spread,  for  spirits  fevered  with  the  sun. 

To  him  his  bounties  are  come  back — here  laid 
In  rest,  in  peace,  his  labour  nobly  done. 
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LACHRYMiE   MUSARUM. 

(6th  OCTOBER  1892) 

LOW,  like  another's,  lies  the  laurelled  head : 
The  life  that  seemed  a  perfect  song  is  o*er : 
Carry  the  last  great  bard  to  his  last  bed. 
Land  that  he  loved,  thy  noblest  voice  is  mute. 
Land  that  he  loved,  that  loved  him  1  nevermore 
Meadow  of  thine,  smooth  lawn  or  wild  sea-shore, 
Gardens  of  odorous  bloom  and  tremulous  fruit, 
Or  woodlands  old,  like  Druid  couches  spread. 
The  master's  feet  shall  tread. 
Death's  little  rift  hath  rent  the  faultless  lute  : 
The  singer  of  undying  songs  is  dead. 

Lo,  in  this  season  pensive-hued  and  grave. 
While  fades  and  falls  the  doomed,  reluctant  leaf 
From  withered  Earth's  fantastic  coronal. 
With  wandering  sighs  of  forest  and  of  wave 
Mingles  the  murmur  of  a  people's  grief 
For  him  whose  leaf  shall  fade  not,  neither  fall. 
He  hath  fared  forth,  beyond  these  suns  and  showers. 
For  us,  the  autumn  glow,  the  autumn  flame. 
And  soon  the  winter  silence  shall  be  ours : 
Him  the  eternal  spring  of  fadeless  fame 
Crown  with  no  mortal  flowers. 
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Rapt  though  he  be  from  us, 
Virgil  salutes  him,  and  Theocritus  ; 
Catullus,  mightiest-brained  Lucretius,  each 
Greets  him,  their  brother,  on  the  Stygian  beach ; 
Proudly  a  gaunt  right  hand  doth  Dante  reach ; 
Milton  and  Wordsworth  bid  him  welcome  home ; 
Bright  Keats  to  touch  his  raiment  doth  beseech ; 
Coleridge,  his  locks  aspersed  with  fairy  foam. 
Calm  Spenser,  Chaucer  suave. 
His  equal  friendship  crave : 
And  godlike  spirits  hail  him  guest,  in  speech 
Of  Athens,  Florence,  Weimar,  Stratford,  Rome. 

What  needs  his  laurel  our  ephemeral  tears. 
To  save  from  visitation  of  decay  ? 
Not  in  this  temporal  sunlight,  now,  that  bay 
Blooms,  nor  to  perishable  mundane  ears 
Sings  he  with  lips  of  transitory  clay ; 
For  he  hath  joined  the  chorus  of  his  peers 
In  habitations  of  the  perfect  day : 
His  earthly  notes  a  heavenly  audience  hears. 
And  more  melodious  are  henceforth  the  spheres. 
Enriched  with  music  stol'n  from  earth  away. 
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He  hath  returned  to  regions  whence  he  came. 
Him  doth  the  spirit  divine 
Of  universal  loveliness  reclaim. 
All  nature  is  his  shrine. 
Seek  him  henceforward  in  the  wind  and  sea, 
In  earth's  and  air's  emotion  or  repose, 
In  every  star's  august  serenity, 
And  in  the  rapture  of  the  flaming  rose. 
There  seek  him  if  ye  would  not  seek  in  vain, 
There,  in  the  rhythm  and  music  of  the  Whole ; 
Yea,  and  for  ever  in  the  human  soul 
Made  stronger  and  more  beautious  by  his  strain. 

For  lo  I  creation's  self  is  one  great  choir, 
And  what  is  nature's  order  but  the  rhyme 
Whereto  the  worlds  keep  time, 

And  all  things  move  with  all  things  from  their  prime  ? 
Who  shall  expound  the  mystery  of  the  lyre  ? 
In  far  retreats  of  elemental  mind 
Obscurely  comes  and  goes 
The  imperative  breath  of  song,  that  as  the  wind 
Is  trackless,  and  oblivious  whence  it  blows. 
Demand  of  lilies  wherefore  they  are  white, 
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Extort  her  crimson  secret  from  the  rose, 
Bat  ask  not  of  the  Muse  that  she  disclose 
The  meaning  of  the  riddle  of  her  might : 
Somewhat  of  all  things  sealed  and  recondite, 
Save  the  enigma  of  herself,  she  knows. 
The  master  could  not  tell,  with  all  his  lore, 
Wherefore  he  sang,  or  whence  the  mandate  sped 
Ev'n  as  the  linnet  sings,  so  I,  he  said ; — 
Ah,  rather  as  the  imperial  nightingale, 
That  held  in  trance  the  ancient  attic  shore. 
And  charms  the  ages  with  the  notes  that  o'er 
All  woodland  chants  immortally  prevail ! 
And  now,  from  our  vain  plaudits  greatly  fled. 
He  with  diviner  silence  dwells  instead. 
And  on  no  earthly  sea  with  transient  roar. 
Unto  no  earthly  airs,  he  trims  his  sail. 
But  far  beyond  our  vision  and  our  hail 
Is  heard  for  ever  and  is  seen  no  more. 

No  more,  O  never  now. 
Lord  of  the  lofty  and  the  tranquil  brow 
Whereon  nor  snows  of  time 
Have  fall'n,  nor  wintry  rime. 
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Shall  men  behold  thee,  sage  and  mage  sublime. 

Once,  in  his  youth  obscure, 

The  maker  of  this  verse,  which  shall  endure 

By  splendour  of  its  theme  that  cannot  die. 

Beheld  thee  eye  to  eye. 

And  touched  through  thee  the  hand 

Of  every  hero  of  thy  race  divine, 

Ev'n  to  the  sire  of  all  the  laurelled  line, 

The  sightless  wanderer  on  the  Ionian  strand, 

With  soul  as  healthful  as  the  poignant  brine. 

Wide  as  his  skies  and*radiant  as  his  seas. 

Starry  from  haunts  of  his  Familiars  nine. 

Glorious  Maeonides. 

Yea,  I  beheld  thee,  and  behold  thee  yet : 

Thou  hast  forgotten,  but  can  I  forget  ? 

The  accents  of  thy  pure  and  sovereign  tongue. 

Are  they  not  ever  goldenly  impressed 

On  memory's  palimpsest  ? 

I  see  the  wizard  locks  like  night  that  hung, 

I  tread  the  floor  thy  hallowing  feet  have  trod  ; 

I  see  the  hands  a  nation's  lyre  that  strung, 

The  eyes  that  looked  through  life  and  gazed  on  God. 
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The  seasons  change,  the  winds  they  shift  and  veer ; 
The  grass  of  yesteryear 
Is  dead ;  the  birds  depart,  the  groves  decay : 
Empires  dissolve  and  peoples  disappear : 
Song  passes  not  away. 
Captains  and  conquerers  leave  a  little  dust, 
And  kings  a  dubious  legend  of  their  reign ; 
The  swords  of  Caesars,  they  are  less  than  rust : 
The  poet  doth  remain. 
Dead  is  Augustus,  Maro  is  alive ; 
And  thou,  the  Mantuan  of  our  age  and  clime, 
Like  Virgil  shalt  thy  race  and  tongue  survive. 
Bequeathing  no  less  honeyed  words  to  time, 
Embalmed  in  amber  of  eternal  rhyme, 
And  rich  with  sweets  from  every  Muse's  hive ; 
While  to  the  measure  of  the  cosmic  rune 
For  purer  ears  thou  shalt  thy  lyre  attune, 
And  heed  no  more  the  hum  of  idle  praise 
In  that  great  calm  our  tumults  cannot  leach. 
Master  who  crown'st  our  immelodious  days 
With  flower  of  perfect  speech. 
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IT  was  the  great  good  fortune  of  Mr. 
IVilliam  Sbarpe,  poet  and  litterateur, 
to  have  beard  Walter  Pater  read  the  essay 
we  here  reprint*^  In  some  delightful  recol- 
lections of  his  revered  friend  he  permits  us 
to  become  sharers  of  this  high  privilege.^ 

**He  began  to  speak  in  a  low  voice  about 
gold:  the  gold  of  nature;  above  ally  the 
chemic  action  of  golden  light;  and  how 
it  was  "the  primary  colour  of  delight" 
throughout  nature  and  in  nearly  all  art, 

"  Later,  when  the  lamp  was  lit,  he  ready 
at  my  request,  the  revised  version  of  his 
then  unpublished  (in  book  form)  essay, 
entitled  The  School  of  Giorgione:  chosen 
because  of  the  allusions  in  it  to  that  very 
alchemy  of  gold  light  of  which  he  had 


t.  This  WM  before  publication  in  booh  form. 
Tbe  Essay  first  appeared  in  The  Fortnightly 
Review  for  October,  1877.  It  then  underwent 
careful  revision  ;  was  privately  reprinted  by  Pater 
in  i8j8  at  bis  own  cost;  and  finally,  ten  years 
later,  was  included  in  tbe  third  edition  of  The 
Renaissance  (1888.) 

2,  See  Some  Personal  Reminiscences  of  Walter 
Pater  tn  The  Atlantic  Monthly  for  'December, 
1894, 
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spoken:  "coloring,  that  weaving  as  of  just 
perceptible  gold  threads  of  light  through 
the  dresSf  the  fleshy  the  atmosphere^  in 
Titian^s  Lace-girl, — the  staining  of  the 
whole  fabric  of  the  thing  with  a  new, 
delightful  physical  qualitjf;^*  **the  acci- 
dental play  of  sunlight  and  shadow  for 
a  moment  on  the  wall  or  floor  f^  ^^  this 
particular  effect  of  light,  this  sudden 
inweaving  of  gold  thread  through  the 
texture  of  the  haystack,  and  the  poplars, 
and  the  grass**  .... 

"  IVhen  he  read,  Tater  spoke  in  a  low 
voice,  rather  hesitatingly  at  first,  and  some- 
times almost  constrainedly.  Soon,  however, 
he  became  absorbed;  then  his  face  would 
light  up  as  with  an  inner  glow,  he  would 
lean  forward,  and  though  his  voice  neither 
quickened  nor  intensified  there  was  in  it 
a  new  vibration.  Occasionally,  be  would 
move  his  right  hand  slowly,  with  an 
undulating  motion." 

Than  this  no  better  foreword  could  be 
written. 


FOR  October: 


Essay  on  The  Newcomes, 

By 

By  Sir  Edward  Burne- Jones. 


The  School  of  Giorgione 

BY 

Walter  Pater. 


FOR  A  y^ENET/AN  PASTORAL, 

BY  GIORGIONE, 
{In  tbe  Louvrt.) 

JVaitTf  for  attguisb  of  tbe  solstice : — nay, 
'But  dip  tbe  vessel  slowly, — may,  hut  lean 
And  bark  bow  at  its  verge  tbe  wave  sigbs  in 

Reluctant,    Husbl    Beyond  all  deptb  away 

Tbe  beat  lies  silent  at  tbe  brink  of  day : 
Now  tbe  band  trails  upon  tbe  viol-string 
Tbat  sobs,  and  tbe  bro/wn  faces  cease  to  sing. 

Sad  witb  tbe  wbole  of  pleasure.    Wbitber  stray 

Her  eyes  now,  from  wbose  moutb  tbe  slim  pipes  creep 
And  leave  it  pouting,  while  tbe  shadowed  grass 
Is  cool  against  her  naked  side  ?    Let  be : — 

Say  nothing  now  unto  her  lest  she  weep. 
Nor  name  this  ever.    Be  it  as  it  was, — 
Life  touching  lips  witb  Immortality, 

DANTB  GABRIEL  ROSSBTTI. 
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THE  SCHOOL  OF  GIORGIONE. 

IT  is  the  mistake  of  much  popular  criticism 
to  regard  poetry,  music,  and  painting — 
all  the  various  products  of  art — as  but  trans- 
lations into  different  languages  of  one  and 
the  same  fixed  quantity  of  imaginative 
thought,  supplemented  by  certain  technical 
qualities  of  colour,  in  painting— of  sound, 
in  music — of  rhythmical  words,  in  poetry. 
In  this  way,  the  sensuous  element  in  art, 
and  with  it  almost  everything  in  art  that  is 
essentially  artistic,  is  made  a  matter  of 
indifference;  and  a  clear  apprehension  of 
the  opposite  principle — ^that  the  sensuous 
material  of  each  art  brings  ¥dth  it  a  special 
phase  or  quality  of  beauty,  untranslatable 
into  the  forms  of  any  other,  an  order  of 
impressions  distinct  in  kind — ^is  the  beginning 
of  all  true  aesthetic  criticism.  For,  as  art 
addresses  not  pure  sense,  still  less  the 
pure  intellect,  but  the  "  imaginative  reason  " 
through  the  senses,  there  are  differences  of 
kind  in  aesthetic  beauty,  corresponding  to 
the  differences  in  kind  of  the  gifts  of  sense 
themselves.  Each  art,  therefore,  having  its 
own  peculiar  and  incommunicable  sensuous 
charm,  has  its  own  special  mode  of  reaching 
the  imagination,  its  own  special  responsibil- 
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ities  to  its  material.  One  of  the  functions 
of  aesthetic  criticism  is  to  define  these  limita- 
tions; to  estimate  the  degree  in  which  a 
given  work  of  art  fulfils  its  responsibilities 
to  its  special  material ;  to  note  in  a  picture 
that  true  pictorial  charm,  which  is  neither  a 
mere  poetical  thought  nor  sentiment,  on  the 
one  hand,  nor  a  mere  result  of  communicable 
technical  skill  in  colour  or  design,  on  the 
other;  to  define  in  a  poem  that  true  poetical 
quality,  which  is  neither  descriptive  nor 
meditative  merely,  but  comes  of  an  invent- 
ive handling  of  rhythmical  language — the 
element  of  song  in  the  singing;  to  note  in 
music  the  musical  charm  —  that  essential 
music,  which  presents  no  words,  no  matter 
of  sentiment  or  thought,  separable  from  the 
special  form  in  which  it  is  conveyed  to  us. 

To  such  a  philosophy  of  the  variations  of 
the  beautiful,  Lessing's  analysis  of  the  spheres 
of  sculpture  and  poetry,  in  the  Laocootty  was 
a  very  important  contribution.  But  a  true 
appreciation  of  these  things  is  possible  only 
in  the  light  of  a  whole  system  of  such  art- 
casuistries.  And  it  is  in  the  criticism  of 
painting  that  this  truth  most  needs  enforcing,  i 

for  it  is  in  popular  judgments  on  pictures  | 
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that  that  false  generalisation  of  all  art  into 
forms  of  poetry  is  most  prevalent.  To  sup- 
pose that  all  is  mere  technical  acquirement 
in  delineation  or  touch,  working  through  and 
addressing  itself  to  the  intelligence,  on  the 
one  side,  or  a  merely  poetical,  or  what  may 
be  called  literary  interest,  addressed  also  to 
the  pure  intelligence,  on  the  other ;  — this  is 
the  way  of  most  spectators,  and  of  many 
critics,  who  have  never  caught  sight,  all  the 
time,  of  that  true  pictorial  quality  which  lies 
between  (unique  pledge  of  the  possession  of 
the  pictorial  gift)  the  inventive  or  creative 
handling  of  pure  line  and  colour,  which,  as 
almost  always  in  Dutch  painting,  as  often 
also  in  the  works  of  Titian  or  Veronese, 
is  quite  independent  of  anything  definitely 
poetical  in  the  subject  it  accompanies.  It 
is  the  drawing — the  design  projected  from 
that  peculiar  pictorial  temperament  or  con- 
stitution, in  which,  while  it  may  possibly  be 
ignorant  of  true  anatomical  proportions,  all 
things  whatever,  all  poetry,  every  idea  how- 
ever abstract  or  obscure,  floats  up  as  a  visible 
scene  or  image:  it  is  the  colouring — that 
weaving  as  of  just  perceptible  gold  threads 
of  light  through   the   dress,   the   flesh,  the 
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atmosphere,  in  Titian's  Lctce-girl — the  stain- 
ing of  the  whole  fabric  of  the  thing  with 
a  new,  delightful  physical  quality.  This 
drawing'^  then — ^the  arabesque  traced  in  the 
air  by  Tintoret's  flying  figures,  by  Titian's 
forest  branches;  this  colouring — the  magic 
conditions  of  light  and  hue  in  the  atmosphere 
of  Titian's  Lace-girl  or  Reuben's  Descent 
from  the  Cross: — ^these  essential  pictorial 
qualities  must  first  of  all  delight  the  sense, 
delight  it  as  directly  and  sensuously  as  a 
fragment  of  Venetian  glass;  and  through 
this  delight  only  be  the  medium  of  whatever 
poetry  or  science  may  lie  beyond  them, 
in  the  intention  of  the  composer.  In  its 
primary  aspect,  a  great  picture  has  no  more 
definite  message  for  us  than  an  accidental 
play  of  sunlight  and  shadow  for  a  moment, 
on  the  wall  or  floor:  is  itself,  in  truth,  a 
space  of  such  fallen  light,  caught  as  the 
colours  are  caught  in  an  Eastern  carpet,  but 
refined  upon,  and  dealt  with  more  subtly 
and  exquisitely  than  by  nature  itself.  And 
this  primary  and  essential  condition  fulfilled, 
we  may  trace  the  coming  of  poetry  into 
painting,  by  fine  gradations  upwards;  from 
Japanese  fan-painting,  for  instance,  where 
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we  get,  first,  only  abstract  colour;  then, 
just  a  little  interfused  sense  of  the  poetry 
of  flowers;  then,  sometimes,  perfect  flower- 
painting;  and  so,  onwards,  until  in  Titian 
we  have,  as  his  poetry  in  the  Ariadne ^  so 
actually  a  touch  of  true  childlike  humour  in 
the  diminutive,  quaint  figure  with  its  silk 
gown,  which  ascends  the  temple  stairs,  in 
his  picture  of  the  Presentation  of  the  Virgin^ 
at  Venice. 

But  although  each  art  has  thus  its  own 
specific  order  of  impressions,  and  an  untrans- 
latable charm,  while  a  just  apprehension  of 
the  ultimate  differences  of  the  arts  is  the 
beginning  of  aesthetic  criticism;  yet  it  is 
noticeable  that,  in  its  special  mode  of 
handling  its  given  material,  each  art  may 
be  observed  to  pass  into  the  condition  of 
some  other  art,  by  what  German  critics 
term  an  Anders-streben — a  partial  alienation 
from  its  own  limitations,  by  which  the  arts 
are  able,  not  indeed  to  supply  the  place  of 
each  other,  but  reciprocally  to  lend  each 
other  new  forces. 

Thus  some  of  the  most  delightful  music 
seems  to  be  always  approaching  to  figure, 
to   pictorial  definition.     Architecture,  again. 
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though  it  has  its  own  laws — ^laws  esoteric 
enough,  as  the  true  architect  knows  only 
too  well — ^yet  sometimes  aims  at  fulfilling 
the  conditions  of  a  picture,  as  in  the  Arena 
chapel;  or  of  sculpture,  as  in  the  flawless 
unity  of  Giotto's  tower  at  Florence;  and 
often  finds  a  true  poetry,  as  in  those  strangely 
twisted  staircases  of  the  cbSteawc  of  the 
country  of  the  Loire,  as  if  it  were  intended 
that  among  their  odd  turnings  the  actois  in 
a  wild  life  might  pass  each  other  unseen: 
there  being  a  poetry  also  of  memory  and 
of  the  mere  effect  of  time,  by  which  it 
often  profits  greatly.  Thus,  again,  sculpture 
aspires  out  of  the  hard  limitation  of  pure 
form  towards  colour,  or  its  equivalent; 
poetry  also,  in  many  ways,  finding  guidance 
from  the  other  arts,  the  analogy  between  a 
Greek  tragedy  and  a  work  of  Greek  sculpture, 
between  a  sonnet  and  a  relief,  of  French 
poetry  generally  with  the  art  of  engraving, 
being  more  than  mere  figures  of  speech; 
and  all  the  arts  in  common  aspiring  towards 
the  principle  of  music;  music  being  the 
typical,  or  ideally  consummate  art,  the  object 
of  the  great  Anders-streben  of  all  art,  of  all 
that  is  artistic,  or  partakes  of  artistic  qualities. 
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All  art  constantly  aspires  towards  the  con- 
dition of  music.  For  while  in  all  other  works 
of  art  it  is  possible  to  distinguish  the  matter 
from  the  form,  and  the  understanding  can 
always  make  this  distinction,  yet  it  is  the 
constant  effort  of  art  to  obliterate  it.  That 
the  mere  matter  of  a  poem,  for  instance — 
its  subject,  its  given  incidents  or  situation; 
that  the  mere  matter  of  a  picture — the  actual 
circumstances  of  an  event,  the  actual  topog- 
raphy of  a  landscape — ^should  be  nothing 
without  the  form,  the  spirit,  of  the  handling ; 
that  this  form,  this  mode  of  handling,  should 
become  an  end  in  itself,  should  penetrate 
every  part  of  the  matter: — this  is  what  all 
art  constantly  strives  after,  and  achieves  in 
difiEerent  degrees. 

This  abstract  language  becomes  clear 
enough,  if  we  think  of  actual  examples. 
In  an  actual  landscape  we  see  a  long  white 
road,  lost  suddenly  on  the  hill-verge.  That 
is  the  matter  of  one  of  the  etchings  of  M. 
Legros :  only,  in  this  etching,  it  is  informed 
by  an  indwelling  solemnity  of  expression, 
seen  upon  it  or  half-seen,  within  the  limits 
of  an  exceptional  moment,  or  caught  from 
his  own  mood  perhaps,  but  which  he  main- 
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tains  as  the  very  essence  of  the  thing, 
throughout  his  work.  Sometimes  a  momen- 
tary tint  of  stormy  light  may  invest  a  homely 
or  too  familiar  scene  with  a  character  which 
might  well  have  been  drawn  from  the  deep 
places  of  the  imagination.  Then  we  might 
say  that  this  particular  effect  of  light,  this 
sudden  inweaving  of  gold  thread  through  the 
texture  of  the  haystack,  and  the  poplars,  and 
the  grass,  gives  the  scene  artistic  qualities ; 
that  it  is  like  a  picture.  And  such  tricks  of 
circumstance  are  commonest  in  landscape 
which  has  little  salient  character  of  its  own ; 
because,  in  such  scenery,  all  the  material 
details  are  so  easily  absorbed  by  that  inform- 
ing expression  of  passing  light,  and  elevated, 
throughout  their  whole  extent,  to  a  new  and 
delightful  effect  by  it.  And  hence  the  supe- 
riority, for  most  conditions  of  the  picturesque, 
of  a  river-side  in  France  to  a  Swiss  valley, 
because,  on  the  French  river-side,  mere 
topography,  the  simple  material,  counts  for 
so  little,  and,  all  being  so  pure,  untouched, 
and  tranquil  in  itself,  mere  light  and  shade 
have  such  easy  work  in  modulating  it  to  one 
dominant  tone.  The  Venetian  landscape, 
on  the  other  hand,  has  in  its  material  condi- 
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tions  much  which  is  hard,  or  harshly  definite ; 
but  the  masters  of  the  Venetian  school  have 
shown  themselves  little  burdened  by  them. 
Of  its  Alpine  background  they  retain  certain 
abstracted  elements  only,  of  cool  colour  and 
tranquUlising  line;  and  they  use  its  actual 
details,  the  brown  windy  turrets,  the  straw- 
coloured  fields,  the  forest  arabesques,  but  as 
the  notes  of  a  music  which  duly  accompanies 
the  presence  of  their  men  and  women,  pre- 
senting us  with  the  spirit  or  essence  only  of 
a  certain  sort  of  landscape — a  country  of  the 
pure  reason  or  half-imaginative  memory. 

Poetry,  again,  works  with  words  addressed 
in  the  first  instance  to  the  mere  intelligence ; 
and  it  deals,  most  often,  with  a  definite  sub- 
ject or  situation.  Sometimes  it  may  find  a 
noble  and  quite  legitimate  function  in  the 
expression  of  moral  or  political  aspiration, 
as  often  in  the  poetry  of  Victor  Hugo.  In 
such  instances  it  is  easy  enough  for  the 
understanding  to  distinguish  between  the 
matter  and  the  form,  however  much  the 
matter,  the  subject,  the  element  which  is 
addressed  to  the  mere  intelligence,  has  been 
penetrated  by  the  informing,  artistic  spirit. 
But  the   ideal    types  of  poetry  are   those 
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in  which  this  distinction  is  reduced  to  its 
minimum;  so  that  lyrical  poetry,  precisely 
because  in  it  we  are  least  able  to  detach  the 
matter  from  the  form,  without  a  deduction 
of  something  from  that  matter  itself,  is,  at 
least  artistically,  the  highest  and  most  com- 
plete form  of  poetry.  And  the  very  perfec- 
tion of  such  poetry  often  seems  to  depend, 
in  part,  on  a  certain  suppression  or  vagueness 
of  mere  subject,  so  that  the  meaning  reaches 
us  through  wa3rs  not  distinctly  traceable  by 
the  understanding,  as  in  some  of  the  most 
imaginative  compositions  of  William  Blake, 
and  often  in  Shakspere*s  songs,  as  pre-emi- 
nently in  that  song  of  Mariana's  page  in 
Measure  for  Measure^  in  which  the  kindling 
force  and  poetry  of  the  whole  play  seems  to 
pass  for  a  moment  into  an  actual  strain  of 
music. 

And  this  principle  holds  good  of  all  things 
that  partake  in  any  degree  of  artistic  quali- 
ties, of  the  furniture  of  our  houses,  and  of 
dress,  for  instance,  of  life  itself,  of  gesture 
and  speech,  and  the  details  of  daily  inter- 
course ;  these  also,  for  the  wise,  being 
susceptible  of  a  suavity  and  charm,  caught 
from  the  way  in  which  they  are  done,  which 
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gives  them  a  worth  in  themselves ;  wherein, 
indeed,  lies  what  is  valuable  and  justly  attrac- 
tive, in  what  is  called  the  fashion  of  a  time, 
which  elevates  the  trivialities  of  speech,  and 
manner,  and  dress,  into  "  ends  in  themselves," 
and  gives  them  a  mysterious  grace  and  attract- 
iveness in  the  doing  of  them. 

Art,  then,  is  thus  always  striving  to  be 
independent  of  the  mere  intelligence,  to 
become  a  matter  of  pure  perception,  to  get 
rid  of  its  responsibilities  to  its  subject  or 
material;  the  ideal  examples  of  poetry  and 
painting  being  those  in  which  the  constituent 
elements  of  the  composition  are  so  welded 
together,  that  the  material  or  subject  no 
longer  strikes  the  intellect  only;  nor  the 
form,  the  eye  or  the  ear  only ;  but  form  and 
matter,  in  their  union  or  identity,  present 
one  single  effect  to  the  "  imaginative  reason," 
that  complex  faculty  for  which  every  thought 
and  feeling  is  twin-bom  with  its  sensible 
analogue  or  symbol. 

It  is  the  art  of  music  which  most  com- 
pletely realises  this  artistic  ideal,  this  perfect 
identification  of  form  and  matter.  In  its 
ideal,  consummate  moments,  the  end  is  not 
distinct  from  the  means,  the  form  from  the 
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matter,  the  subject  from  the  expression ;  they 
inhere  in  and  completely  saturate  each  other; 
and  to  it,  therefore,  to  the  condition  of  its 
perfect  moments,  all  the  arts  may  be  sup- 
posed constantly  to  tend  and  aspire.  Music, 
then,  and  not  poetry,  as  is  so  often  supposed, 
is  the  true  t)rpe  or  measifre  of  perfected  art. 
Therefore,  although  each  art  has  its  incom- 
municable element,  its  untranslatable  order 
of  impressions,  its  unique  mode  of  reaching 
the  "imaginative  reason,"  yet  the  arts  may 
be  represented  as  continually  struggling  after 
the  law  or  principle  of  music,  to  a  condition 
which  music  alone  completely  realises;  and 
one  of  the  chief  functions  of  aesthetic  criti- 
cism, dealing  with  the  products  of  art,  new 
or  old,  is  to  estimate  the  degree  in  which 
each  of  those  products  approaches,  in  this 
sense,  to  musical  law. 

By  no  school  of  painters  have  the  necessary 
limitations  of  the  art  of  painting,  been  so 
unerringly  though  instinctively  apprehended, 
and  the  essence  of  what  is  pictorial  in  a 
picture  so  justly  conceived,  as  by  the  school 
of  Venice;  and  the  train  of  thought  sug* 
gested  in  what  has  been  now  said  is,  perhaps, 
a  not  unfitting  introduction  to  a  few  pages 
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about  Giorgione,  who,  though  much  has  been 
taken  by  recent  criticism  from  what  was 
reputed  to  be  his  work,  yet,  more  entirely 
than  any  other  painter,  sums  up,  in  what  we 
know  of  himself  and  his  art,  the  spirit  of  the 
Venetian  school. 

The  beginnings  of  Venetian  painting  link 
themselves  to  the  last,  stiif,  half-barbaric 
splendours  of  Byzantine  decoration,  and  are 
but  the  introduction  into  the  crust  of  marble 
and  gold  on  the  walls  of  the  Duomo  of 
Murano,  or  of  Saint  Mark's,  of  a  little  more 
of  human  expression.  And  throughout  the 
course  of  its  later  development,  always  sub- 
ordinate to  architectural  effect,  the  work  of 
the  Venetian  school  never  escaped  from  the 
influence  of  its  beginnings.  Unassisted,  and 
therefore  unperplexed,  by  naturalism,  relig- 
ious mysticism,  philosophical  theories,  it  had 
no  Giotto,  no  Angelico,  no  Botticelli.  Exempt 
from  the  stress  of  thought  and  sentiment, 
which  taxed  so  severely  the  resources  of  the 
generations  of  Florentine  artists,  those  earlier 
Venetian  painters,  down  to  Carpaccio  and 
the  Bellini,  seem  never  for  a  moment  to  have 
been  tempted  even  to  lose  sight  of  the  scope 
of  their  art  in  its  strictness,  or  to  forget  that 
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painting  must  be  before  all  things  decorative, 
a  thing  for  the  eye,  a  space  of  colour  on  the 
wall,  only  more  dexterously  blent  than  the 
marking  of  its  precious  stone  or  the  chance 
interchange  of  sun  and  shade  upon  it — ^this, 
to  begin  and  end  with — whatever  higher 
matter  of  thought,  or  poetry,  or  religious 
reverie  might  play  its  part  therein,  between. 
At  last,  with  final  mastery  of  all  the  technical 
secrets  of  his  art,  and  with  somewhat  more 
than  *'  a  spark  of  the  divine  fire  "  to  his  share, 
comes  Giorgione.  He  is  the  inventor  of 
genre^  of  those  easily  movable  pictures  which 
serve  neither  for  uses  of  devotion,  nor  of 
allegorical  or  historic  teaching — ^little  groups 
of  real  men  and  women,  amid  congruous 
furniture  or  landscape — ^morsels  of  actual 
life,  conversation  or  music  or  play,  refined 
upon  or  idealised,  till  they  come  to  seem 
like  glimpses  of  life  from  afar.  Those  spaces 
of  more  cunningly  blent  colour,  obediently 
filling  their  places,  hitherto,  in  a  mere  archi- 
tectural scheme,  Giorgione  detaches  from 
the  wall ;  he  frames  them  by  the  hands  of 
some  skilful  carver,  so  that  people  may  move 
them  readily  and  take  with  them  where  they 
go,  like  a  poem  in  manuscript,  or  a  musical 
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instrument,  to  be  used,  at  will,  as  a  means 
of  self-education,  stimulus  or  solace,  coming 
like  an  animated  presence,  into  one's  cabinet, 
to  enrich  the  air  as  with  some  choice  aroma, 
and,  like  persons,  live  with  us,  for  a  day  or  a 
lifetime.  Of  all  art  like  this,  art  which  has 
played  so  large  a  part  in  men's  culture  since 
that  time,  Giorgione  is  the  initiator.  Yet 
in  him  too  that  old  Venetian  clearness  or 
justice,  in  the  apprehension  of  the  essential 
limitations  of  the  pictorial  art,  is  still  undis- 
turbed ;  and,  while  he  interfuses  his  painted 
work  with  a  high-strung  sort  of  poetry,  caught 
directly  from  a  singularly  rich  and  high-strung 
sort  of  life,  yet  in  his  selection  of  subject,  or 
phase  of  subject,  in  the  subordination  of  mere 
subject  to  pictorial  design,  to  the  main  pur- 
pose of  a  picture,  he  is  typical  of  that  aspira- 
tion of  all  the  arts  towards  music,  which  I 
have  endeavoured  to  explain, — towards  the 
perfect  identification  of  matter  and  form. 

Bom  so  near  to  Titian,  though  a  little 
before  him,  that  these  two  companion  pupils 
of  the  aged  Giovanni  Bellini  may  almost  be 
called  contemporaries,  Giorgione  stands  to 
Titian  in  something  like  the  relationship  of 
Sordello  to  Dante,  in  Mr.  Browning's  poem. 
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Titian,  when  he  leaves  Bellini,  becomes,  in 
turn,  the  pupil  of  Giorgione;  he  lives  in 
constant  labour  more  than  sixty  years  after 
Giorgione  is  in  his  grave;  and  with  such 
fruit,  that  hardly  one  of  the  greater  towns  of 
Europe  is  without  some  fragment  of  it.  But 
the  slightly  older  man,  with  his  so  limited 
actual  product  (what  remains  to  us  of  it 
seeming,  when  narrowly  examined,  to  reduce 
itself  to  almost  one  picture,  like  Sordello's 
one  fragment  of  lovely  verse),  yet  expresses, 
in  elementary  motive  and  principle,  that 
spirit — ^itself  the  final  acquisition  of  all  the 
long  endeavours  of  Venetian  art — ^which 
Titian  spreads  over  his  whole  life's  activity. 
And,  as  we  might  expect,  something  fab- 
ulous and  iUusive  has  always  mingled  itself 
in  the  brilliancy  of  Giorgione's  fame.  The 
exact  relationship  to  him  of  many  works — 
drawings,  portraits,  painted  idylls— -often  fas- 
cinating enough,  which  in  various  collections 
went  by  his  name,  was  from  the  first  uncer- 
tain. Still,  six  or  eight  famous  pictures  at 
Dresden,  Florence  and  the  Louvre,  were 
undoubtedly  attributed  to  him,  and  in  these, 
if  anywhere,  something  of  the  splendour  of 
the  old  Venetian  humanity  seemed  to  have 
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been  preserved.  But  of  those  six  or  eight 
famous  pictures  it  is  now  known  that  only 
one  is  certainly  from  Giorgione*s  hand.  The 
accomplished  science  of  the  subject  has  come 
at  last,  and,  as  in  other  instances,  has  not 
made  the  past  more  real  for  us,  but  assured 
us  that  we  possess  of  it  less  than  we  seemed 
to  possess.  Much  of  the  work  on  which 
Giorgione's  immediate  fame  depended,  work 
done  for  instantaneous  effect,  in  all  probabil- 
ity passed  away  almost  within  his  own  age, 
like  the  frescoes  on  the  fa9ade  of  \>Ck.^  fondaco 
del  Tedeschi  at  Venice,  some  crimson  traces 
of  which,  however,  still  give  a  strange  addi- 
tional touch  of  splendour  to  the  scene  of  the 
Rialto.  And  then  there  is  a  barrier  or  border 
land,  a  period  about  the  middle  of  the  six- 
teenth century,  in  passing  through  which 
the  tradition  miscarries,  and  the  true  outlines 
of  Giorgione's  work  and  person  become 
obscured.  It  became  fashionable  for  wealthy 
lovers  of  art,  with  no  critical  standard  of 
authenticity,  to  collect  so-called  works  of 
Giorgione,  and  a  multitude  of  imitations 
came  into  circulation.  And  now,  in  the 
"  new  Vasari," '  the  great  traditional  reputa- 

I  Crowe  and  Cavalcaselle :    History  of  Painting  in 
North  Italy. 

301 


y 


THE  SCHOOL  OF   GIORGIONE 

tion,  woven  with  so  profuse  demand  on  men's 
admiration,  has  been  scrutinised  thread  by 
thread ;  and  what  remains  of  the  most  vivid 
and  stimulating  of  Venetian  masters,  a  live 
flame,  as  it  seemed,  in  those  old  shadowy 
times,  has  been  reduced  almost  to  a  name 
by  his  most  recent  critics. 

Yet  enough  remains  to  explain  why  the 
legend  grew  up,  above  the  name,  why  the 
name  attached  itself,  in  many  instances,  to 
the  bravest  work  of  other  men.  The  Concert 
in  the  PitH  Palace,  in  which  a  monk,  with 
cowl  and  tonsure,  touches  the  keys  of  a 
harpsichord,  while  a  clerk,  placed  behind 
him,  grasps  the  handle  of  a  viol,  and  a  third, 
with  cap  and  plume,  seems  to  wait  upon  the 
true  interval  for  beginning  to  sing,  is  undoubt- 
edly Giorgione*s.  The  outline  of  the  lifted 
finger,  the  trace  of  the  plume,  the  very 
threads  of  the  fine  linen,  which  fasten  them- 
selves on  the  memory,  in  the  moment  before 
they  are  lost  altogether  in  that  calm  unearthly 
glow,  the  skill  which  has  caught  the  waves 
of  wandering  sound,  and  fixed  them  for  ever 
on  the  lips  and  hands — these  are  indeed  the 
master's  own ;  and  the  criticism  which,  while 
dismissing  so  much  hitherto  believed  to  be 
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Giorgione's,  has  established  the  claims  of 
this  one  picture,  has  left  it  among  the  most 
precious  things  in  the  world  of  art. 

It  is  noticeable  that  the  "  distinction  "  of 
this  Concert,  its  sustained  evenness  of  per- 
fection, alike  in  design,  in  execution,  and  in 
choice  of  personal  type,  becomes  for  the 
"new  Vasari"  the  standard  of  Giorgione's 
genuine  work.  Finding  here  enough  to 
explain  his  influence,  and  the  true  seal  of 
mastery,  its  authors  assign  to  Pellegrino  da 
San  Daniele  the  Holy  Family  in  the  Louvre, 
for  certain  points  in  which  it  comes  short  of 
that  standard,  but  which  will  hardly  diminish 
the  spectator's  enjoyment  of  a  singular  charm 
of  liquid  air,  with  which  the  whole  picture 
seems  instinct,  filling  the  eyes  and  lips,  the 
very  garments,  of  its  sacred  personages,  with 
some  wind-searched  brightness  and  energy; 
of  which  fine  air  the  blue  peak,  clearly  defined 
in  the  distance,  is  as  it  were,  the  visible 
pledge.  Similarly,  another  favourite  picture 
in  the  Louvre,  the  subject  of  a  sonnet  by  a 
poet  whose  own  painted  work  often  comes 
to  mind  as  one  ponders  over  these  precious 
things — ^the  Fete  Cbampetre,  is  assigned  to  an 
imitator  of  Sebastian  del  Piombo;  and  the 
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Tempest^  in  the  Academy  at  Venice  (a  slighter 
loss,  perhaps,  though  not  without  its  pleasant 
effect  of  clearing  weather,  towards  the  left, 
its  one  untouched  morsel),  to  Paris  Bordone, 
or  perhaps  to  "  some  advanced  craftsman  of 
the  sixteenth  century."  From  the  gallery 
at  Dresden,  the  Knight  embracing  a  La4y^ 
where  the  knight's  broken  gauntlets  seem  to 
mark  some  well  known  pause  in  a  story  we 
would  willingly  hear  the  rest  of,  is  conceded 
to  "a  Brescian  hand,"  and  Jacob  meeting 
Rachel  to  a  pupil  of  Palma ;  and,  whatever 
their  charm,  we  are  called  on  to  give  up  the 
Ordealy  and  the  Finding  of  Moses  with  its 
jewel-like  pools  of  water,  perhaps  to  BellinL 
Nor  has  the  criticism,  which  thus  so  freely 
diminishes  the  number  of  his  authentic  works, 
added  an3rthing  important  to  the  well-known 
outline  of  the  life  and  personality  of  the  man : 
only,  it  has  fixed  one  or  two  dates,  one 
or  two  circumstances,  a  little  more  exactly. 
Giorgione  was  bom  before  the  year  1477, 
and  spent  his  childhood  at  Castelfranco, 
where  the  last  crags  of  the  Venetian  Alps 
break  down  romantically,  with  something  of 
parklike  grace,  to  the  plain.  A  natural  child 
of  the  family  of  the  Barbarelli  by  a  peasant- 
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girl  of  Vedelago,  he  finds  his  way  early  into 
the  drcle  of  notable  persons — people  of 
courtesy;  and  becomes  initiated  into  those 
differences  of  personal  type,  manner,  and 
even  of  dress,  which  are  best  understood 
there — ^that  "distinction"  of  the  Concert  of 
the  PitH  Palace.  Not  far  from  his  home 
lives  Catherine  of  Comara,  formerly  Queen 
of  Cyprus ;  and,  up  in  the  towers  which  still 
remain,  Tuzio  Costanzo,  the  famous  condot- 
tiere — a  picturesque  remnant  of  medieval 
manners,  amid  a  civilisation  rapidly  changing. 
Giorgione  paints  their  portraits;  and  when 
Tuzio*s  son,  Matteo,  dies  in  early  youth, 
adorns  in  his  memory  a  chapel  in  the  church 
of  Castelfranco,  painting  on  this  occasion, 
perhaps,  the  altar-piece,  foremost  among  his 
authentic  works,  still  to  be  seen  there,  with 
the  figure  of  the  warrior-saint,  Liberale,  of 
which  the  original  little  study  in  oil,  with  the 
delicately  gleaming,  silver-grey  armour,  is  one 
of  the  greater  treasures  of  the  National 
Gallery,  and  in  which,  as  in  some  other 
knightly  personages  attributed  to  him,  people 
have  supposed  the  likeness  of  his  own  pre- 
sumably gracious  presence.  Thither,  at  last, 
he  is  himself  brought  home  from  Venice, 
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early  dead,  but  celebrated.  It  happened, 
about  his  thirty-fourth  year,  that  in  one  of 
those  parties  at  which  he  entertained  his 
friends  with  music,  he  met  a  certain  lady  of 
whom  he  became  greatly  enamoured,  and 
"they  rejoiced  greatly,"  says  Vasari,  "the 
one  and  the  other,  in  their  loves."  And  two 
quite  different  legends  concerning  it  agree  in 
this,  that  it  was  through  this  lady  he  cam^ 
by  his  death:  Ridolfi  relating  that,  being 
robbed  of  her  by  one  of  his  pupils,  he  died 
of  grief  at  the  double  treason ; — Vasari,  that 
she  being  secretly  stricken  of  the  plague, 
and  he  making  his  visits  to  her  as  usual,  he 
took  the  sickness  from  her  mortally,  along 
with  her  kisses,  and  so  briefly  departed. 

But,  although  the  number  of  Giorgione's 
extant  works  has  been  thus  limited  by  recent 
criticism,  all  is  not  done  when  the  real  and 
the  traditional  elements  in  what  concerns 
him  have  been  discriminated;  for,  in  what 
is  connected  with  a  great  name,  much  that 
is  not  real  is  often  very  stimulating;  and, 
for  the  aesthetic  philosopher,  over  and  above 
the  real  Giorgione  and  his  authentic  extant 
works,  there  remains  the  Giorgionesque  also— 
an  influence,  a  spirit  or  type  in  art,  active  in 
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men  so  different  as  those  to  whom  many  of 
his  supposed  works  are  really  assignable — a 
veritable  school,  which  grew  together  out  of 
all  those  fascinating  works  rightly  or  wrongly 
attributed  to  him ;  out  of  many  copies  from,  or 
variations  on  him,  by  unknown  or  uncertain 
workmen,  whose  drawings  and  designs  were, 
for  various  reasons,  prized  as  his ;  out  of  the 
immediate  impression  he  made  upon  his  con- 
temporaries, and  with  which  he  continued  in 
men's  minds ;  out  of  many  traditions  of  sub- 
ject and  treatment,  which  really  descend  from 
him  to  our  own  time,  and  by  retracing  which 
we  fill  out  the  original  image;  Giorgione 
thus  becoming  a  sort  of  impersonation  of 
Venice  itself,  its  projected  reflex  or  ideal, 
all  that  was  intense  or  desirable  in  it  thus 
crystallising  about  the  memory  of  this  won- 
derful young  man. 

And  now,  finally,  let  me  illustrate  some  of 
the  characteristics  of  this  School  of  Giorgioney 
as  we  may  call  it,  which,  for  most  of  us, 
notwithstanding  all  that  negative  criticism  of 
the  "  new  Vasari,"  will  still  identify  itself  with 
those  famous  pictures  at  Florence,  Dresden 
and  Paris;  and  in  which  a  certain  artistic 
ideal  is  defined  for  us — ^the  conception  of  a 
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peculiar  aim  and  procedure  in  art,  which 
we  may  understand  as  the  Giorgionesquey 
wherever  we  find  it,  whether  in  Venetian  work 
generally,  or  in  work  of  our  own  time — and 
of  which  the  Concert^  that  undoubted  work 
of  Giorgione  in  the  Fitti  Palace,  is  the  typical 
instance,  and  a  pledge  authenticating  the 
connexion  of  the  school  with  the  master. 

I  have  spoken  of  a  certain  interpenetration 
of  the  matter  or  subject  of  a  work  of  art 
with  the  form  of  it,  a  condition  realised 
absolutely  only  in  music,  as  the  condition 
to  which  every  form  of  art  is  perpetually 
aspiring.  In  the  art  of  painting,  the  attain- 
ment of  this  ideal  condition,  this  perfect 
interpenetration  of  the  subject  with  colour 
and  design,  depends,  of  course,  in  great 
measure,  on  dexterous  choice  of  that  subject, 
or  phase  of  subject;  and  such  choice  is  one 
of  the  secrets  of  Giorgione*s  school.  It  is 
the  school  of  genrey  and  employs  itself  mainly 
with  "  painted  idylls,'*  but,  in  the  production 
of  this  pictorial  poetry,  exercises  a  wonderful 
tact  in  the  selecting  of  such  matter  as  lends 
itself  most  readily  and  entirely  to  pictorial 
form,  to  complete  expression  by  drawing  and 
colour.     For  although  its  productions   are 
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painted  poems,  they  belong  to  a  sort  of 
poetry  which  tells  itself  without  an  articulated 
story.  The  master  is  pre-eminent  for  the 
resolution,  the  ease  and  quickness,  with  which 
he  reproduces  instantaneous  motion — the 
lacing-on  of  armour,  with  the  head  bent  back 
so  stately — ^the  fainting  lady — ^the  embrace, 
rapid  as  the  kiss  caught,  with  death  itself, 
from  dying  lips — the  momentary  conjunction 
of  mirrors  and  polished  armour  and  still 
water,  by  whidi  all  the  sides  of  a  solid  image 
are  presented  at  once,  solving  that  casuistical 
question  whether  painting  can  present  an 
object  as  completely  as  sculpture.  The 
sudden  act,  the  rapid  transition  of  thought, 
the  passing  expression — this,  he  arrests  with 
that  vivacity  which  Vasari  has  attributed  to 
him  //  fuoco  Giorgionesco,  as  he  terms  it. 
Now  it  is  part  of  the  ideality  of  the  highest 
sort  of  dramatic  poetry,  that  it  presents  us 
with  a  kind  of  profoundly  significant  and 
animated  instants,  a  mere  gesture,  a  look,  a 
smile,  perhaps — some  brief  and  wholly  con- 
crete moment — ^into  which,  however,  all  the 
motives,  all  the  interests  and  effects  of  a 
long  history,  have  condensed  themselves,  and 
which  seem  to  absorb  past  and  future  in  an 
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intense  consdousness  of  the  present.  Such 
ideal  instants  the  school  of  Giorgione  selects, 
with  its  admirable  tact,  from  that  feverish, 
tumultuously  coloured  life  of  the  old  citizens 
of  Venice — exquisite  pauses  in  time,  in  which, 
arrested  thus,  we  seem  to  be  spectators  of 
all  the  fulness  of  existence,  and  which  are 
like  some  consummate  extract  or  quintessence 
of  life. 

It  is  to  the  law  or  condition  of  music,  as  I 
said,  that  all  art  like  this  is  really  aspiring; 
and,  in  the  school  of  Giorgione,  the  perfect 
moments  of  music  itself,  the  making  or  hear- 
ing of  music,  song  or  its  accompaniment,  are 
themselves  prominent  as  subjects.  On  that 
background  of  the  silence  of  Venice,  which 
the  visitor  there  finds  so  impressive,  the 
world  of  Italian  music  was  then  forming. 
In  choice  of  subject,  as  in  all  besides,  the 
Concert  of  the  PitH  Palace  is  typical  of  all  that 
Giorgione,  himself  an  admirable  musician, 
touched  with  his  influence;  and  in  sketch 
or  finished  picture,  in  various  collections,  we 
may  follow  it  through  many  intricate  varia- 
tions— men  fainting  at  music,  music  heard  at 
the  pool-side  while  people  fish,  or  mingled 
with  the  sound  of  the  pitcher  in  the  well,  or 
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heard  across  ninning  water,  or  among  the 
flocks;  the  tuning  of  instruments — ^people 
with  intent  faces,  as  if  listening,  like  those 
described  by  Plato  in  an  ingenious  passage, 
to  detect  the  smallest  interval  of  musical 
sound,  the  smallest  undulation  in  the  air,  or 
feeling  for  music  in  thought  on  a  stringless 
instrument,  ear  and  finger  refining  themselves 
infinitely,  in  the  appetite  for  sweet  soimd — a 
momentary  touch  of  an  instrument  in  the 
twilight,  as  one  passes  through  some  unfa- 
miliar room,  in  a  chance  company. 

In  such  favourite  incidents,  then,  of  Gior- 
gione*s  school,  music  or  music-like  intervals 
in  our  existence,  life  itself  is  conceived  as  a 
sort  of  listening — listening  to  music,  to  the 
reading  of  Bandello's  novels,  to  the  sound 
of  water,  to  time. as  it  flies.  Often  such 
moments  are  really  our  moments  of  play, 
and  we  are  surprised  at  the  unexpected 
blessedness  of  what  may  seem  our  least 
important  part  of  time ;  not  merely  because 
play  is  in  many  instances  that  to  which 
people  really  apply  their  own  best  powers, 
but  also  because  at  such  times,  the  stress 
of  our  servile,  every-day  attentiveness  being 
relaxed,  the  happier  powers  in  things  without 
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of  that  balance,  that  modulated  unison  of 
landscape  and  persons — of  the  human  image 
and  its  accessories — already  noticed  as  char- 
acteristic of  the  Venetian  school,  so  that,  in 
it,  neither  personage  nor  scenery  is  ever  a 
mere  pretext  for  the  other. 

Something  like  this  seems  to  me  to  be  the 
vraie  vSrite  about  Giorgione,  if  I  may  adopt 
a  serviceable  expression,  by  which  the  French 
recognise  those  more  liberal  and  durable 
impressions  which,  in  respect  of  any  really 
considerable  person  or  subject,  anything  that 
has  at  all  intricately  occupied  men's  atten- 
tion, lie  beyond,  and  must  supplement,  the 
narrower  range  of  the  strictly  ascertained 
facts  about  it.  In  this,  Giorgione  is  but  an 
illustration  of  a  valuable  general  caution  we 
may  abide  by  in  all  criticism.  As  regards 
Giorgione  himself,  we  have  indeed  to  take 
note  of  all  those  negations  and  exceptions, 
by  which,  at  first  sight,  a  "new  Vasari" 
seems  merely  to  have  confused  our  appre- 
hension of  a  delightful  object,  to  have 
explained  away  out  of  our  inheritance  from 
past  time  what  seemed  of  high  value  there. 
Yet  it  is  not  with  a  full  understanding  even 
of  those  exceptions  that  one  can  leave  off 
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just  at  this  point.  Properly  qualified,  such 
exceptions  are  but  a  salt  of  genuineness  in 
our  knowledge ;  and  beyond  all  those  strictly 
ascertained  facts,  we  must  take  note  of  that 
indirect  influence  by  which  one  like  Giorgione, 
for  instance,  enlarges  his  permanent  efficacy 
and  really  makes  himself  felt  in  our  culture. 
In  a  just  impression  of  that,  is  the  essential 
truth,  the  vraie  viritg  concerning  him. 

1877. 


*!• 


A  BrtUiant  Book  of  Stories  by  a  New  Writer 

LIFE  IS  LIFE 

AND  OTHER  TALES  AND  EPISODES 

BY  ZACK. 
12mo.,    Price   $1.60. 

The  Pall  Mall  Gazette  Says: 

**  *Zack*  is  still  quite  young.  I  believe^  and  she  ought  to 
have  great  things  before  her.  A  distinguished  critic  said  to 
me  that  her  work  recalled  Emily  Brontes.  That  seemed  an 
extravagant  saying,  but  a  story  of  hers,  *The  Storm'  went  far 
to  convmce  me  that  he  was  rignt.  The  thing  was  quite  short 
— a  scene  in  a  cottage— but  strung  to  a  fierce  intensity  of  pas- 
sion, and  one  might  almost  say  shaken  by  the  storm  through- 
out.   It  is  indeed  a  masterpiece  of  tr£^c  suggestion. 

^^ 

The  New  York  Tribune  aaya: 

"To  deal  effectively  with  with  a  miserable  theme  is  given 
to  not  more  than  one  writer  in  a  thousand.  Nothing  is  com- 
moner than  the  ambition  to  be  'artistic'  in  the  treatment  of 
repulsive  material  .  .  .  but  one  must  have  more  than  art 
if  one  is  really  to  transfigure  this  sordid  substance ;  one  must 
have  inspiration,  anda aeep,  tender  insight  into  humad  na- 
ture. Zack  has  the  insight  and  the  inspiration ;  also  the  art. 
She  is  a  writer  in  a  thousand.  .  .  .  There  is  a  flavor  of  orig- 
inality which  is  never  missing.  Zack  will  take  rank  as  a  strong 
writer  as  this  book  becomes  oetter  known.  She  will  also  rank 
as  a  new  figure  in  contemporary  fiction.  She  writes  of  grim 
and  poignant  passions  at  nrst  hond,  and  her  style  as  well  as 
her  point  of  view  is  expressive  of  her  individuality." 

Charks  Scrifsna^s  Soda,  I53-)57  FHth  Aventie^  N.  Y. 


lyyiR.  MosHER  desires  to  announce 
^  ^  ^  that  bis  new  LiST  OF  BOOKS 
will  be  ready  for  mailing  to  all  book- 
buyers  whose  names  are  known  to 
bim,  early  in  Odober. 

He  will  then  bave  ready : 

Tbe  Brocade  Series. — 6  new  vol- 
umes. 

Tbe  Old  [Vorld  Series. — 4  new 
volumes. 

Miscellaneous. — 4  new  volumes. 

Tbose  wbo  bave  yet  to  see  these 
editions  publisbed  by  Mr.  Mosber, 
sbould  favour  him  witb  their  names 
tbat  tbis  new  List  of  "Books  may  be 
mailed  tbem,  postpaid. 

The  Bibelot  for  October  will  also  give 
due  announcement  of  these  forthcoming  pub- 
lications. 
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AUTUMN    LIST   OP   BOOKS    ISSUED    IN 
CHOICE  AND  LIMITED  EDITIONS  3Y 
THOMAS  B.  MOSHER,  AT  XLV  EXfcHANGR 
STREET,  PORTLAND,  MAINE,  SEASON  &F" 
MDCCCXCVni. 


ALL  BOOKS  ARE  SENT  POSTPAID 
BY  THE  PUBLISHER  ON  RECEIPT 
OF  NET  PRICE. 


The  Old  World  Series. 

THE  Old  World  Series  is  in  format,  a 
narrow  Fcap,  8vo,  printed  from  new 
type  on  a  size  of  Van  Gelder  paper  made 
for  this  edition  only.  Original  head-bands 
and  tail-pieces  have  been  freely  used  with 
the  best  effects,  and  each  issue  has  its  spec- 
ial cover  design.  Bound  in  flexible  Japan 
Vellum  with  silk  ribbon  marker,  white 
parchment  wrappers,  gold  seals  and  in  slide 
cases,  an  almost  ideal  volume  is  offered  the 
book-lover. 

THE  FIRST  EDITION  IS  AS  FOLLOWS  : 

925  COPIES,  VAN  GELDER  PAPER,  AT  $I.OONST. 
100  COPIES   ON  JAPAN   VELLUM,    AT   $2.50  NET. 


FOUR  NBW  VOLUMES  NOW  READY. 

XL     THE  HOUSE  OF  LIFE, 

A  SONNET-SEqUENCE  BY  DANTE  GABRIEL 
ROSSETTI. 

The  entire  text,  as  it  originally  existed  in 
the  mind  of  Rossetti,  consists  of  102  son- 
nets. It  is  a  well  known  fact  that  the  poet 
was  injudiciously  influenced  by  a  wretched 
contemporary  criticism,  (afterwards  re- 
tracted,) into  needlessly  revising  some, 
and  entirely  omitting  one,  of  the  sonnets. 
This  omitted  sonnet  has  been  restored,  and 
thus  an  ungarbled  sequence  is  once  more 
to  American  readers. 


XIL    MODERN  LOVE 

AND    OTHER   POEMS    CHOSEN    PROM    THE 
WORKS  OF  GEORGE  MEREDITH. 

A  FAITHFUL  reprint  of  the  original  text 
of  these  fifty  magnificent  sonnets 
together  with  eleven  poems  from  Mr. 
Meredith's  earliest  volume, — the  now  in- 
accessible 'Poems  of  i8^i» 

XIII.     THE  STORY  OF  MY  HEART 

MY        AUTOBIOGRAPHY,         BY        RICHARD 
JEFFERIES. 

*  *  Tn  the  history  of  literature  one  happens, 
i  from  time  to  time,  upon  a  book  which 
has  been  written  because  the  author  had  no 
choice  but  to  write  it.  There  was  no  rest 
for  him  day  or  night,  so  soon  as  the  book 
was  complete  in  his  mind,  until  he  sat  down 
to  write  it." 

(sir  WALTER  BESANT.) 

Xiy,    UNDERNEATH  THE  BOUGH. 

A  BOOK  OF  VERSES  BY  MICHAEL  FIELD. 

THESE  exquisite  lyrics  are  now  put  forth 
under  Michael  Field's  authorization, 
and  this  is  the  first  edition  offered  to  Amer- 
ican book-lovers.  A  large  number  of  new 
poems  are  here  given  for  the  first  time, 
and  the  entire  volume  has  been  re-arrang- 
ed by  the  author. 

In  a  short  preface,  the  author  very  grace- 
fully alludes  to  this  appreciation  from  over 
sea : 


"tMeatmbiUt  readers  from  further  England 
— if  ^^€^  wi7/  pardon  my  so  classing  tbem — 
have  given  me  that  joy  of  listening  denied  to 
me  in  my  awn  island;  and  to  tbem  I  offer 
this  hook  of  lyricSi  adding  such  new  songs  as 
I  count  my  sweetest  to  those  of  "  The  Old 
IVorld  Series**  some  of  which y  I  have  reason 
to  hope,  have  won  place  in  their  hearts" 


PRBVIOUS  VOLUMES : 


/.  RUBAIYAT.    (FitzGerald  Version.) 

IL  A  UCASSIN  AND  NICOLE TE, 

III.  THE  NEW  LIFE. 

IV  BALLADS  AND  L  YRICS  OF  OLD  FRANCE. 

V.  THE  K A  SID  AH. 

VL  SYLVIE. 

VIL  THE  SONNE  TS  OF  MICH  A  EL  A  NGELO, 

VIII.  HELEN  OF  TROY, 

IX.  A  TALANTA  IN  CALYDON, 

X.  SONNE  TS  FROM  THE  FOR  TUGUESE, 
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Reprint  of  Privately  Printed  Books. 

IN  issuing  these  Reprints  of  Privately  Print- 
ed Books  it  has  seemed  expedient  to 
improve  upon  thQ  format  of  some  of  the  rare 
works  that  Mr.  Mosher  will  eventually  in- 
clude in  the  Series.  Whenever  greater 
typographical  excellence  is  attained  by  fol- 
lowing the  original  edition,  it  will  be  faith- 
fully reproduced,  as  in  Pater*  s  Essays  from 
the  Guardian.  To  have  done  this  however 
with  Tbe  Heptalogia  and  The  Germ,  would 
have  resulted  in  a  very  decided  disappoint- 
ment to  the  book-lover.  All  volumes  are 
printed  on  Van  Gelder  hand-made  papers, 
and  original  head-bands,  tail-pieces  and 
initials  have  been  freely  used  to  secure  the 
best  artistic  effects. 

/.    ESSylYS  FROM  THE  GUARDIAN, 

*  BY   WALTER   PATBR.       REPRINTED   FROM 

THE  EDITION  PRINTED  FOR  PRIVATE  CIR- 
CULATION (LONDON,  1896.)  WITH  PORT- 
RAIT FROM  THE  LITHOGRAPH  BY  WILL 
ROTHENSTEIN. 

Owing  to  the  continued  demand  for  these 
essays  (the  first  edition  going  out  of  print 
early  last  spring),  it  has  been  decided  to 
make  a  second  edition,  which  is  now  ready. 

400  COPIES,  FCAP  8V0,  ON  VAN  GELDER 
HAND-MADE  PAPER  DONE  UP  IN  OLD  STYLE 
BLUE  PAPER  BOARDS,  WHITE  LABEL,  UNCUT 
EDGES. 

PRICE,  $2.50  NET. 


^ 


!L     THE  HEPTALOGIA, 

OR  THE  SEVEN  AGAINST  SENSE,  A  CAP 
WITH  SEVEN  BELLS.  BY  ALGERNON 
CHARLES  SWINBURNE. 

THAT  a  series  of  such  inimitable  parodies 
should  be  forever  restricted  to  a  few 
undaunted  bibliophiles  would  seem  a  woe- 
ful injustice  to  everjr  outstanding  lover  of 
Letters.  The  sum  total  of  first  rate  parodjr 
has  never  run  to  excess  in  English  liter- 
ature. 

The  poets  parodied  are  Lord  Tennyson, 
Robert  Browning,  Walt  Whitman,  Coven- 
try Patmore,  "Owen  Meredith,"  D.  G. 
Rossetti,  and  the  parodist's  self.  J^obn 
JoneSf  the  parody  upon  Browning,  is  with- 
out doubt  the  choicest  example  of  literary 
banter  in  the  language. 

450  COPIES,  SMALL  qUARTO,  ON  VAN  GEL- 
DER  HAND-MADE  PAPER,  DONE  UP  IN  OLD- 
STYLE  BLUB  PAPER  BOARDS,  WHITE  LA^EL, 
UNCUT  EDGES. 

PRICE,  $2.00  NET. 

50  COPIES  ON  JAPAN  (NUMBERED). 

PRICE,  $4.00  NET. 


THE  ORGAN  OF  THB  PRB>RAPHABLITB  BROTHERHOOD. 

///.     THE  GERM:    MDCCCL 

THOUGHTS  TOWARDS  NATURE  IN  POETRY 
LITERATURE,  AND  ART. 

THE  Four  Original  Parts  issued  in  1850, 
including  fac-similes  of  the  wrappers, 
and  reproductions  in  photogravure  of  the 
etchings  by  Holman  Hunt,  Ford  Madox 
Brown,  James  Collinson,  and  W.  H.  Dev- 
erell.  The  rare  second  recension  of  the 
poems  in  1856,  with  the  final  1870  text  are 
now  reprinted  in  parallel  columns.  The 
history  of  The  Germ  is  also  retold,  while 
the  contributors'  names  are  fully  identified 
and  an  index  of  authors  concludes  the 
work.  It  was  here  that  Rossetti's  Blessed 
Damo^ely  and  Hand  and  Souly  first  appeared. 

THE  EDITION  IS  AS  FOLLOWS  : 


450  COPIES,  MEDIUM  OCTAVO,  PRINTED 
ON  VAN  6BLDER  HAND-MADE  PAPER,  WITH 
CHISWICK  HEAD-BANDS  AND  TAIL-PIECES, 
INITIALS,  AND  RUBRICATED  TITLE-PAGE. 
EACH  COPY  DONE  UP  IN  JAPAN  VELLUM 
WRAPPERS,  UNCUT  EDGES  AND  IN  SLIDE 
CASE. 


PRICE  $5.00  NET. 


The  Brocade  Series. 

An  exquisite  and  unique  Series  printed 
on  genuine  Imperial  Japan  Vellum. 

Six  tT(ew  Volumes, 

IMAGINARY  PORTRAITS  BY  WALTER  PATER  : 

K//.    A  PRINCE  OF  COURT  PAINTERS. 
yilL    DENYS  VAUXERROIS. 
IX.    SEBASTIAN  VAN  STORCK. 
X.    T>UKE  CARL  OF  ROSENMOUD. 

SPECIAL  SETS  OF  THE  Imaginary  Portraits^ 

4  VOLUMES,  ARE  PUT  UP  IN  CABINET  STYLE 
BOXES  AT  $3.00  NET.  BACH  VOLUME  IS 
ALSO  SOLD  SEPARATELY  AT  75  CENTS  NET. 

XI.  KING  FLORUS  AND  THE  FAIR  fEHANE. 

DONE  OUT  OF  THE  ANCIENT  FRENCH 
INTO  ENGLISH  BY  WILLIAM  MORRIS. 

XII.  QUATTROCENTISTERIA. 

HOW  SANDRO  BOTTICELLI  SAW  SIMON- 
ETTA  IN  THE  SPRING  BY  MAURICE  HEW- 
LETT. 

With  Botticelli's  Birth  ofi^enus  for  frontis- 
piece, reproduced  in  artotype. 


The  Brocade  Series. 

PREVIOUS  VOLUMES  : 

THE  CHILD  IN  THE  HOUSE.     IValter  Tater. 

THE  TA  GEANT  OF  SUMMER.    T{ichardjefferies. 

THE  SrOR  Y  OF  AMIS  S-  AMILE.     iVilliam  Morris. 

THE  S  TOR  Y  OF  CUPID  &-  PS  YCHE.     IValter  Pater. 

THE  STORY  IVITHOUT  AN  END.  Sarab  Austin, 

THE  CENTAUR  &-  THE  'BACCHANTE.    Maurice 
de  Guerin. 

PRICE,  75  CENTS  NET,  EACH. 
SBTS  OF  Tbe  Brocade  Series  are  also  put 

UP  IN  CABINBT  STYLB  BOXES,  AS  FOLLOWS: 
SETS  OF  ANY  3  VOLUMES,  -  •  $2.25  NET. 
SETS  OF  ANY  6  VOLUMES,  >  -  l4>50  NET. 
COMPLETE  SETS  OF  12  VOLUMES,  $gMO  NET. 
THESE  SETS  CAN  BE  SAFELY  MAILED  POST- 
PAID  BY  THE  PUBUSHER  TO  ANY  ADDRESS, 
HERB  OR  ABROAD. 


ALL  VOLUMES  ARE  TO  BE 
RAD    OF    THE    PUBLISHER. 


THE  ECLOGUES  OF  yiRGlL, 

DONE  INTO  ENGLISH  PROSE  BY  J.  W. 
MACKAIL. 

^* Alike  to  the  humanists  or  the  earlier 
Renaissance,  who  found  in  them  the  sun- 
rise of  a  golden  age  of  poetry  and  the 
achievement  of  the  Latin  conquest  over 
Greece,  and  to  the  more  recent  critics  of 
this  century,  for  whom  they  represented 
the  echo  of  an  already  exhausted  conven- 
tion and  the  beginning  of  the  decadence  of 
Roman  poetry,  the  Eclogues  have  been  the 
real  turning-point,  not  only  between  two 
periods  of  Latin  literature,  but  between 
two  worlds." 

J.   W.   MACKAIL. 

This  little  book  is  beautifully  printed 
with  a  specially  designed  border,  in  a  deli- 
cate sepia^  narrow  i6mo,  done  up  in  deco- 
rated vellum  wrapper,  each  volume  in 
brocade  slide  case. 

THB  BDITION  IS  AS  FOLLOWS: 

450  COPIBS  ON  VAN  GBLDBR  PAPBR,  75  CENTS  NET. 
50  COPIES  ON  JAPAN  VELLUM,  $2.00  NET. 

THOMAS  B.  MOSHER, 
XLV  Exchange  Street,  Portland,  Maine. 


THE  'Bibelot  though  not  particularljf 
concerned  with  *  timely*  articles, — a 
word  so  often  rightly  associated  with  liter- 
ary perishability, — may  yet  congratulate  its 
readers  upon  being  able  to  reprint  Sir 
Edward  Burne-Jone^s  Essay  on  The  New- 
comes.!  <  Timely  *  it  is  in  the  best  sense, 
in  view  of  the  new  'Biographical  edition  of 
Thackeray*,  and  a  reminder,  as  well,  of 
how  mofiy  a  year  is  in  its  grave  since  the 
greatest  English  novel  of  the  century  was 
reviewed  by  this  youthful  artist,  then  at  the 
outset  of  his  own  unrivalled  career. 

Her et  for  the  first  time,  1{ossetti  came  in 
for  that  unstinted  praise  which  must  have 


1.  *' In  thai  exceedingly  rare  periodical.  The 
Oxford  aad  Cambridge  Magazine  of  i8s6  (twelve 
parts  only  were  issued),  there  are  two  papers  mainly 
OH  Thackeray,  in  the  January  and  June  numbers. 
These  {and,  as  I  was  told  by  Rossetti,  also  the  inter- 
esting article  on  Ruskin's  third  volume  of  Modern 
Painters)  were  written  by  Edward  Burne-Jones.** 
Thus  Mr.  Wtlliam  Sharp  tn  The  Atlantic  M!onthly, 
September,  1 898.  In  The  Books  of  William  Morns 
by  Mr.  H.  B.  Forman  {London,  1897),  the  second 
essay  is  ascribed  to  Bernard  Cracroft,  and  thru 
tales  not  mentioned  by  Mr.  Sharp,  are  attributed  to 
Bumerjonts. 

2,  Issued  in  this  country  by  Harpers.  But  are 
we  to  have  the  wood  cuts  which  so  greatly  delighted 
BunU'Jones  f 


been  peculiarly  acceptable  to  bim.  Here, 
Holman  Hunt*5  exquisite  etching  in  the 
initial  number  of  The  Germ,  first  found 
adequate  appreciation.  You  may  call  it 
log-rolling  if  you  will, — but  was  it  not 
god-like  in  its  fine  careless  rapture  ? 

Of  all  that  glorious  band  of  youths  how 
few  survive  !  Think  of  the  illustrious  dead 
who  made  up  that  shining  Brotherhood, — 
who  one  by  one  have  gone  unattended  but 
unafraid,  into  the  unknown  dark. 

Of  Thackeray  might  it  not  be  asked: 
with  what  manner  of  speech  may  we 
salute  the  Master  of  perfect  speech  ?  Do 
not  these  words  of  *Z>r.  T.  IV.  Tarsons 
say  *all  that  can  be  said*  ? — 

'*Atid  so  "Hie  facet  "—tbat  is  aU 
That  can  be  writ  or  said  or  sung 

Of  him  v)bo  beld  in  sucb  a  tbrall 
]Vttb  bis  melodious  gift  of  pen  and  tongue 
'Botb  nations — old  and  young. 

Honor's  a  basty  word  to  speak, 

'But  now  I  say  it  soU$nnly  and  stow 
To  tbe  One  Englisbman  most  like  tbat  Greek 
Who  wrote  *'  Tbe  Clouds  "  two  tbousand years  ago. 


For  November: 

Echoes  from  Theocritus 

fir 

Edward  Cracroft  Lefroy. 


ESSAY  ON  The  Newcomes 

By 

Sir  Edward  Burne- Jones. 


4  i  \7ouR  thoughts  come  in,  like  the  intervention  of  the 
Y  Greek  Chorus,  as  an  ornament  and  a  source  of 
fresh  delight.  Like  the  songs  of  the  Chorus, 
they  bid  us  pause  a  moment  over  the  wider  laws  and 
actions  of  human  fate  and  human  life,  and  we  turn  from 
your  persons  to  yourself,  and  again  from  yourself  to  your 
persons,  as  from  the  odes  of  Sophocles  or  Aristophanes  to 
the  action  of  their  characters  on  the  stage.  Nor,  to  my 
taste,  does  the  mere  music  and  melancholy  dignity  of  your 
style  in  these  passages  of  meditation  fall  far  below  the 
highest  efforts  of  poetry.  I  remember  that  scene  where 
CUve,  at  Barnes  Newcome's  lecture  on  the  Poetry  of  the 
Affections,  sees  Ethel  who  is  lost  to  him.  ''And  the  past 
and  its  dear  histories,  and  youth  and  its  hopes  and  passions, 
and  tones  and  looks  for  ever  echoing  in  the  heart  and  pres- 
ent in  the  memory — these,  no  doubt,  poor  Clive  saw  and 
heard  as  he  looked  across  the  great  gulf  of  time,  and  part- 
ing and  grief,  and  beheld  the  woman  he  had  loved  for 
many  years. 

**I^ffr  ev*r  echoing  in  the  heart  and  present  in  the  ntemor^i 
who  has  not  heard  these  tones,  who  does  not  hear  them  as 
he  turns  over  your  books  that,  for  so  many  years,  have  been 
his  companions  and  comforters?  We  have  been  young  and 
old,  we  have  been  sad  and  merry  with  you,  we  have  listened 
to  the  midnight  chimes  with  Pen  and  Warrington^  have 
stood  with  you  beside  the  deathbed,  have  mourned  at  that 
yet  more  awful  funeral  of  lost  love,  and  with  you  have 
prayed  in  the  inmost  chapel  sacred  to  our  old  and  immortal 
affections,  h  Ual  saitoenirl  And  whenever  you  speak  for 
yourself,  and  speak  in  earnest,  how  magical,  how  rare,  how 
lonely  in  our  literature  is  the  beauty  of  your  sentences ! " 

• 

ANDREW  LANG, 

{Letters  to  Dead  Authors.) 


ESSAY    ON    THE    NEWCOMES. 

THIS    last    and    greatest   work    of    Mr. 
Thackeray  has  been  completed  now 
some  six  months,  and,  in  the   meantime, 
has   been   subjected    to   both   pnblic    and 
private  criticism  with,  I  believe,  one  unva- 
rying judgment  of  commendation,  that  he 
has  indeed  performed  his  labour  excellently, 
and  done  a  good  work  for  society  in  giving 
us  this  story  of  our  manner  of  life  so  faith- 
fully and  tenderly.    One  looks  now,  at  last, 
for  an  escape  from  that  old  imputed  charge 
of  bitterness  and  wayward  choosing  of  the 
evil  only  in  his  delineation  of  life;  it  was 
fast  becoming  meaningless  from  its   very 
frequency,   and   I    fear   also   an    occasion 
sometimes    for   the    most    pitiful    twaddle 
and  conversational  hypocrisy.    Alas,  those 
brilliant  formulas  in  which   we  sometimes 
fold  our  criticisms  and  condemnations,  and 
suffer  them  to  pass  from  mouth  to  mouth, 
without  question  or  gainsay,  how  are  they 
not  the  cause  of  infinite  injustice  to  others, 
and  to  ourselves  of  loss  irreparable  ?    It  is 
but    a   little   time   ago  that   the   name  of 
Thackeray    seemed    an    accepted    text    in 
perpetuum  for  gravest  homilies   upon    evil 
speaking,  satire,   and  slander;    and,  as  if 
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to  counteract  any  latent  consciousness  of 
truth,  that  would  be  present  sometimes, 
there  ^lould  follow  much  self-complacency 
and  congratulation  upon  our  many  social 
virtues  and  national  character;  for  it  is 
observable  that  men  who  will  volunteer 
the  most  abject  confessions  of  their  own 
shortcomings, — ^and  if  self-depredation  were 
only  humility,  would  afford  an  example  of 
grace,  edifjring  to  all  Christendom, — yet  do 
nevertheless  betray  a  strange  impatience  if 
their  confessions  are  believed  by  others  and 
accepted  against  them ;  do  become,  after  a 
marvellous  fashion,  indignant  when  their 
Church  confessions  of  unworthiness  are 
granted  by  their  neighbours  as  not  improb- 
able. Yet,  verily,  if  this  our  daily  humilia- 
tion, is  not  the  veriest  hypocrisy  and  climax 
of  our  iniquity;  if  we  are  not  altogether 
committed  to  a  sham  worship,  how  comes 
this  inconsistency  of  ours,  that  we  reject 
our  own  testimony  against  ourselves  in  the 
mouth  of  a  brother;  that  we  do  perse ver- 
ingly  seek  to  turn  into  a  charge  of  spleen 
and  sneering  against  a  writer  his  faithful 
picturing  of  an  evil  we  cannot  deny,  and  a 
life  of  broken  promises  we  are  ever  con- 
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fessing.  It  is  time  now  to  have  done 
with  this  silly,  because  untme  assertion 
that  Thackeray  gives  only  the  evil  that  he 
sees,  and  gives  that  bitterly,  for  now  at 
least  he  has  vindicated  for  himself  a  name 
of  truthfulness  and  widest  sympathy  unsur- 
passable; and  it  is  time  also  for  the  critic 
altogether  to  take  up  a  new  position,  descend 
from  his  seat  of  judgment  to  one  of  testi- 
mony; for,  although  it  be  well  for  him  at 
the  first  appearance  of  a  teacher  among 
men,  to  prove  and  examine  the  spirit  from 
whence  it  is,  administering  counsel,  and  at 
rimes  correction,  blaming  gently  and  not 
unwisely,  remembering  that  so  God  has 
tempered  our  hearts  and  intellects  together, 
that  wheresoever  we  render  praise  it  will 
never  be  wholly  undeserved,  but  in  our 
condemnation  it  may  be  we  werejourselves 
wanting  in  knowledge  and  comprehending 
sympathy.  I  say,  though  it  is  good  for  the 
critic  to  take  his  allotted  place  then,  to  try 
every  beginning  and  prove  it;  yet,  when 
once  this  is  done,  and  a  great  creative  spirit 
has  become  manifest  from  the  trial,  then 
our  place  also  is  with  the  many  that  look 
on    and   listen,  our   duty  to  proclaim  its 
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honour,  rejoice  in  its  light  unselfishly;  so 
only  may  we  hope  to  understand  its  teach- 
ing, and  the  symbol  of  understanding  in 
neither  the  unbridled  tongue  nor  the  super- 
cilious lip,  nor  the  mocking  jest,  but  the 
hand  closed  upon  the  mouth. 

Finding,  therefore,  in  this  story  a  wonder- 
fully faithful  picture  of  the  great  world  as 
it  passes  daily  before  us,  many-sided,  deeply 
intricate;  finding  so  much  mystery  of  our 
manifold  human  life  unfolded,  and  the  veil 
of  its  complexity  drawn  aside,  not  without 
deepest  awe  and  veneration;  how  should 
we  do  other  than  listen  reverently,  and  be 
thankful  for  the  gift,  and  speak  unlimited 
praise  of  it,  heeding  neither  charge  of  extrav- 
agance, nor  custom  of  detraction. 

Regarding  then,  this  masterpiece  of  all 
novel  writing,  in  which  is  fulfilled,  not 
indeed  for  the  first  time,  but  to  an  hitherto 
unreached  limit,  all  that  one  looked  to  see 
this  literature  set  before  it  for  an  aim,  one 
is  impelled,  by  associations  connected  with 
its  very  completeness  to  a  retrospect  of  the 
first  beginnings  of  fiction,  and  the  need  that 
gave  occasion  to  its  birth  full  half  a  century 
ago.    For  it  was  then,  while  as  our  fathers 
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were  sorely  troubled  and  perplexed  with  the 
problem  of  this  strange  universe,  that  by  a 
mighty  reaction  this  new  literature  came 
into  being.  Sorely  tried  were  they,  even  as 
we  are  sometimes  to  this  very  day,  only 
more  sadly,  hopelessly,  for  they  were  now 
jaded  and  weary,  and  sick  to  death  of 
unbelief  and  doubtings  of  their  unbelief, 
and  questionings,  if  at  length,  at  any  time, 
**the  riddle  of  the  painful  earth'*  would 
solve  itself;  suffering  greatly  in  a  fire  of 
tribulation  more  than  we,  their  children, 
have  ever  seen,  revolutions  and  rebellions, 
and  the  overthrow  of  ancient  ways  and 
uprooting  of  many  dead  forms,  out  of  which 
life  and  vitality  had  departed  long  ago; 
till,  from  universal  gloom  and  darkness  of 
the  understanding  there  grew  up  hardness 
of  heart  and  isolation,  selfish  and  untender. 
Therefore,  they  began  to  look  for  comfort 
and  tranquility  otherwhere  than  in  the  out- 
ward relations  of  the  world,  to  find  in  fiction 
and  recital  of  imagined  griefs  a  sympathy 
they  vainly  sought  for,  and  alas  1  had  alto- 
gether ceased  to  find  in  reality ;  and  it  was 
a  good  and  happy  change, — ^spite  of  its  sickly 
and  distempered  form,  a  happy  change, — 
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when  men  believing  nothing  else,  yet  believed 
they  felt,  knew  they  were  unhappy,  began 
to  speak  about  their 'feelings,  and  speaking, 
to  believe  and  trust  them :  yes,  with  all  its 
melancholy  sentiment  and  outward  misan- 
thropy, it  was  a  very  happy  thing  for  men 
when  they  thus  began  to  confide  their 
sorrows  to  each  other.  Be  sure  the  evil  is 
already  past,  and  the  grief  nigh  being  over- 
come, when  we  speak  of  our  sorrows  and 
aspirations  one  to  another. 

The  world  of  half  a  century  back  was 
filled  with  Werthers,  speechless,  voiceless, 
suffering  in  mute  agony  until  Goethe  came, 
a  heaven-sent  interpreter,  who  set  their  dis- 
cordant voices  to  a  tune,  and  fashioned 
their  murmurings  into  articulate  speech; 
the  fame  of  that  first  utterance  of  his  shall 
testify  how  truly  he  had  comprehended, 
and  spoken  for  them ;  and  from  that  time 
to  this,  through  truthful  yearnings  and 
desire  for  sympathy,  through  fashion,  which 
is  the  curse  of  all  things  good;  through 
dilettantism,  the  latest  bom  of  an  evil  brood 
in  an  evil  time ;  through  puerilities,  senilities, 
imbecilities,  there  has  not  ceased  one  per- 
petual flow  of  novels  and  romances  to  that 
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degree  that  one  would  think  all  conceivable 
combinations  of  plot  and  counterplot  had 
been  exhausted  at  length ;  and  yet  they  go 
on  multiplying,  representing  nearly  half  the 
literature  of  the  people,  and  all  the  literature 
of  many,  till  in  this  year  of  grace  where  can 
we  limit  their  remote  influences,  where  define 
their  subtle  working  upon  our  personal,  that 
is,  our  real  education;  for  good  or  evil, 
directly  or  indirectly,  they  share  in  the  edu- 
cation of  all,  they  form  all  the  experience 
of  many:  however  fashioned  at  the  first, 
through  whatever  silly  transformations  they 
have  gone,  at  one  time  food  only  for  listless 
dreamers  and  idlers  in  the  great  vineyard, 
at  another  sent  into  the  desert  like  scape- 
goats, laden  with  the  follies  and  pitiful 
absurdities  of  divided  Christendom,  they 
have  attained  such  imperial  dominion  as 
well  behoves  us  neither  to  overlook  nor 
hastily  condemn,  present  definite  claims  to 
be  listened  to  now,  that  are  somewhat  grown 
of  late,  forcing  us  to  the  conclusion  that 
leisure  hours,  as  they  are  charitably  named, 
are  no  unaccountable  atoms  of  a  life,  that 
the  mind  at  least  will  abide  no  vacuity,  will 
and  must  be  filled  with  something,  be  it  of 
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good  or  evil,  must  be  planted  and  -watered^ 
or  suffered  to  He  waste  and  breed  impurity. 
Therefore  it  is  above  all  things  needful  that 
those  who  have  the  charge  of  watching  the 
process  of  the  times  should  keep  especial 
guard  upon  this,  that  literature  of  fiction, 
since  it  is  imperatively  demanded,  should  at 
least  fulfil  as  noble  a  destiny  as  it  is  capable 
of :  that,  as  it  needed  a  great  man  to  bring 
it  forth,  it  should  never  be  without  great 
men  to  cherish  and  support  it;  that  espe- 
cially the  young,  whose  happy  fancy  and 
imagination  cannot  always  be  crushed  into 
silence,  will  sometimes  rebel  for  lack  of 
food,  and  go  seeking  it  themselves,  should 
run  no  danger  of  gathering  poison  with  their 
fruit. 

Now  I  well  know  that  novels,  and  what 
is  ignorantly  called  'Might  reading,"  find 
little  favour  with  many  as  an  acknowledged 
element  in  education,  that  parents  and  tutors 
are  especially  jealous  of  its  influence,  cannot 
be  brought  to  look  upon  it  as  not  altogether 
evil,  cannot  believe  that  a  genius,  a  great 
man,  a  hero  in  the  highest  sense,  is  to  be 
found  in  its  whole  history ;  and  perhaps  this 
IS  not  altogether  to  be  blamed  or  wondered 
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at:  seeing  what  this  fiction  has  hitherto 
been,  in  so  many  instances,  it  would  indeed 
be  strange  if  any  good  could  come  of  it. 
Looking  back  upon  a  whole  dreary  waste  of 
barren,  false  idealism,  I  cannot  help  thinking 
it  called  loudly  for  the  doom  pronounced 
upon  it  by  Carlyle,  in  memorable  words : 
**  Day  after  day,  looking  at  the  high  desti- 
nies which  yet  await  literature,  which  liter- 
ature will  ere  long  address  herself  with 
more  decisiveness  than  ever  to  fulfil,  it 
grows  clearer  to  us  that  the  proper  task 
of  literature  lies  in  the  domain  of  belief, 
within  which  poetic  fiction,  as  it  is  char- 
itably named,  will  have  to  take  a  quite 
new  figuns  if  allowed  a  settlement  there. 
Whereby  were  it  not  reasonable  to  prophesy 
that  this  exceeding  great  multitude  of  novel 
writers,  and  such  like,  must  in  a  new  gener- 
ation gradually  do  one  of  two  things,  either 
retire  into  nurseries,  and  work  for  children, 
minors,  and  semifatuous  persons  of  both 
sexes,,  or  else,  what  were  far  better,  sweep 
their  novel  fabric  into  the  dust-cart,  and 
betake  them,  with  such  faculty  as  they  have, 
to  understand  and  record  what  is  true,  of 
which  surely  there  is,  and  for  ever  will  be. 


329 


ESSAY  ON  THE  NEWCOMES 

a  whole  infinitude  unknown  to  ns,  of  infinite 
importance  to  us.  Poetry  will  more  and 
more  come  to  be  understood  as  nothing  but 
higher  knowledge,  and  the  only  genuine 
romance  for  grown  persons  Reality."  Yes 
verily, — 

**  God  Himself  U  the  best  Poet, 
And  the  Real  is  his  Song.** 

And  indeed  it  was  high  time  to  waken  to 
a  comprehension  of  this  truth,  to  leave  off 
for  ever  dreaming,  as  if  life  were  a  lengthened 
summer  afternoon,  and  we  were  meant  to 
cease  altogether  at  its  expiring.  Oh  I  life 
and  reality,  shall  we  ever  know  them  as 
they  are?  Here  at  least  not  wholly,  their 
dark  wisdom  is  far  withdrawn  from  us  at 
the  feet  of  God ;  but  something  surely,  either 
by  symbol  or  the  darkness  of  similitude,  is 
yet  possible,  something  whereby  we  may 
discern  the  dream  within  the  dream,  and 
choose  the  true :  thus  much  may  we  surely 
take  for  granted,  that  this  life  of  ours  is  not 
sAtogeiher  j^esUrdaj^  nor  yet  to-morrozv,  but 
is  chiefly  and  above  all  a  continual  io-day, 
whose  true  expression  is  present  action,  pres- 
ent virtue ;  and  this  primary  fact,  this,  the 
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essence  of  what  is  signified  by  life,  we  have 
strangely  forgotten  at  times,  been  strangely 
unfaithful  to  our  post  in  these  "foremost 
files  of  time,"  looking  backwards,  looking 
onwards  for  some  golden  year,  with  a  world 
neglected  at  our  feet,  forgetting — 

**  That  unto  him  who  works  and  feels  he  works, 
This  same  grand  year  is  ever  at  the  doors." 

Too  much  life  has  perished  surely  on  this 
road  to  Eldorado ;  too  much  precious  breath 
in  sighing  after  days  that  never  come  again, 
in  aspirations  after  others  that  may  never 
come ;  it  was  time  to  ask — 

"When  will  the  hundred  summers  die, 
And  thought  and  time  be  bom  again, 

And  newer  knowledge,  drawing  nigh, 
Bring  truth  that  sways  the  soul  of  men?*' 

But  now,  at  last,  to  all  who  understand  the 
signals  of  the  future,  there  is  audible  upon 
the  winds  a  gathering  cry  for  life,  **more 
life  and  fuller ;  **  a  great  awakening  from 
evil  dreams  and  long  deathful  slumbers  in 
sepulchres,  of  things  past;  a  reprieve  at 
length  from  vigils  for  a  dawn  that  will  not 
come,  a  general  ascending  from  the  valley 
of  dry  bones  into  the  upper  air,  in  a  new 
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world,  which  is  the  old  still,  among  other 
faces  happy  with  real  laughter,  sanctified 
with  real  sorrow,  beautiful  with  the  crimson 
flow  of  life — contemplating  which,  and  all 
the  widening,  deepening  sympathy  and 
brotherhood  involved  in  it,  like  a  new  land 
to  some  Columbus,  I  cannot  but  feel  hope- 
fully, speak  hopefully  for  the  present  and 
the  coming  years  and  their  hidden  destiny ; 
cannot,  above  all,  but  speak  thankfully  and 
with  deepest  reverence  for  such  great  names 
as  Tennyson  and  Holman  Hunt,  Ruskin 
and  Carlyle,  and  Kingsley,  and  many  others 
who  have  led  on  this  most  godly  crusade 
against  falsehood,  doubt,  and  wretched 
fashion,  against  hypocrisy  and  mammon, 
and  lack  of  earnestness,  and  among  them — 
according  to  his  rare  and  excellent  gift — 
Thackeray,  whom  I  shall  not  hesitate  to 
call  great  and  among  the  greatest.  Those 
who  will  refuse  the  title  from  mere  question- 
ing, whether  novel  writing  really  affords 
scope  for  greatness,  can  know  little  of  the 
requisites  for  its  construction,  little  of  the 
keen,  piercing  analysis,  the  long  observance, 
and  the  sympathy  which  are  needed  for  its 
perfection;  and  upon  this  subject  of  great- 
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ness  a  thought  occurs  to  me  which  may  be 
best  developed  here. 

When  we  think  upon  heroic  men,  con- 
querors, prophets,  poets,  painters,  musicians, 
•  it  is  for  the  most  part  in  the  light  of  differ- 
enuy  as  being  specially  conquerors,  prophets, 
or  any  other,  that  we  dwell  upon  them, 
seldom  if  ever  in  the  light  of  unity  ^  as  being 
all  of  them  comprehended  under  the  one 
idea  of  greatness;  and  herein  I  believe  we 
are  unconscious  of  a  certain  oversight  and 
imperfectness  of  conception;  for  it  seems 
that  the  foundation  and  root  of  difference 
lies  not  so  much  in  the  kind  or  quality  of 
their  genius  as  in  the  form  of  it — the  mode 
or  manner  in  which  it  shall  be  manifested ; 
that  like  as  one  same  Spirit  informs  the 
diverse  personalities  of  men,  so  also  does 
one  same  stream  of  inspiration,  visible  in  no 
two  souls  alike,  inhabit  the  great  amongst 
us ;  which  mode  and  manner  of  their  appear- 
ance are  governed  and  fashioned  by  the 
wants  of  the  age  in  which  they  live,  the 
spaciousness  or  narrowness  of  the  circle  in 
which  they  revolve,  and  the  great  idea  in 
their  time  growing  into  fact  among  men: 
from  which  it  would  follow,  that  in  so  far 
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as  any  genius  nears  to  perfection  in  its 
finite  and  particular  development,  so  far 
might  we  justly  reason  that  it  nears  to 
universality,  so  that  if  such  and  such  things 
were  not  to  happen  and  such  again  to  inter- 
vene, it  would  not  be  lost  nor  darkened  but 
assume  a  new  form;  that  the  accident  of 
prophet,  poet,  warrior,  would  change  and 
interchange,  but  the  substratum  of  great- 
ness, the  idea,  the  essence  and  efficient 
cause  of  all,  would  not  change  but  be 
abiding.  I  would  not  be  understood  to 
speak  without  limitation,  as  not  regarding 
the  evident  appointments  of  nature;  it  is 
the  misfortune  of  advocating  a  neglected  or 
forgotten  side  of  any  question,  that  one  is 
chargeable  with  an  implied  denial  of  any 
other  point  of  view — the  gifts  and  appoint- 
ments of  nature  shall  go  very  far,  but 
accident  of  time  and  place  even  farther 
to  the  making  of  a  man.  We  have  seen 
at  once  in  the  world's  history  the  most 
surpassing  faculties  of  many  centred  in  one. 
Have  there  not  gone  before  us  iEschylus 
and  Leonardo,  Dante  and  Michael  Angelo 
and  Raff aelle :  there  have  not  been  wanting 
poets  whose  songs  were  battles  and  heroic 
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actions,  and  their  life  a  mighty  epic  like 
St.  Louis,  and  warriors  whose  battles  were 
sharpsworded  words,  who  sang  the  paean 
of  their  own  victory  over  the  Dragon,  and 
their  own  death-song  that  followed  close 
after  like  that  lean  Dante — and  Shakespeare 
also  with  his  great  human  heart  and  world- 
wide sympathy,  he  the  most  human  among 
men,  the  very  crown  of  humanity,  can  we 
think  at  all  what  he  had  been  in  other  far 
different  times  to  those  wherein  he  lived: 
a  conqueror  and  leader  of  armies,  discoverer 
of  new  worlds,  I  think,  in  the  old  heroic 
days  when  the  land  lay  all  unknown  before 
him  and  unpeopled;  or  a  prophet  in  the 
childhood  of  a  growing  nation,  when  some- 
how the  heaven  seemed  nearer,  and  voices 
from  its  deep  infinity  were  not  heard  so 
faintly  nor  far  between :  or  a  Socrates  when 
men  were  first  mazed  at  the  juggles  of  the 
brain  and  lost  in  more  than  Cretan  labyrinth ; 
or  a  builder  of  churches  in  the  after-time, 
a  carver  of  the  human  countenance  in  its 
hitherto  untold  mystery,  out  of  the  hewn 
rock  and  the  quarry,  even  as  in  his  own 
generation  he  sang  the  round  of  human 
love  and   action  and  passion.     Holding  it 
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then  inseparable  to  the  idea  of  genius  that 
it  be  thns  plastic,  shapeable  into  any  form, 
fit  for  all  uses,  embracing  all  height  and 
depth ;  and  of  great  men  in  like  manner  as 
having  their  work  ever  "within  the  innermost 
circle  of  their  age;  comprehending,  inter- 
preting, supporting,  advancing  it, — central 
men  among  their  contemporaries ;  and  see- 
ing, moreover,  that  the  channels  through 
which  any  such  nught  hope  to  reach  the 
heart  and  pulsation  of  living  men  and  work 
most  effectually  upon  them,  lie  especially 
through  the  domain  of  this  new  literature, 
one  would,  I  think,  naturally  look  in  this 
direction  for  the  manifestation  of  genius, 
and  so  looking  would,  I  doubt  not,  find  it» 
in  more  representatives  than  one,  and  in 
Thackeray,  very  near  a  consummation. 

What  a  change  it  is  to  be  brought  face 
to  face  with  human  character,  to  bid  fare- 
well, as  we  surely  shall  now  do,  to  idealities, 
to  be  cheated  no  longer  with  far-off  abstrac- 
tions. I  protest  that  in  the  Waverly  Novels 
and  whole  historical  romance  school  that 
followed  them,  one  looks  in  vain  for  any- 
thing to  sympathize  with ;  one  cannot  love 
these   attributes,  "icily  regular,  splendidly 
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null,"  that  are  invested  "with  a  temporary 
personality;  this  is  not  character — to  snm 
up  human  life  by  epithet  on  epithet,  after 
the  fashion  of  our  history-writers,  is  but  to 
dwell  upon  the  very  surface  of  things,  and 
remain  there,  catalogue-making,  after  all. 
We,  my  brothers,  are  not  sheaves  of  well- 
assorted  attributes,  but  inconsistent  half- 
formed  wills  not  to  be  so  measured  nor 
described :  sometimes  brave,  I  think,  we  aU 
are,  sometimes  cowardly  too,  generous  and 
Dliberal,  merciful  and  tyrannous,  by  turn 
and  turn  about  in  the  self-same  day,  and 
we  have  no  brotherhood  with  these  embod- 
ied attributes,  we  desire  a  biographer  for 
our  own  poor  mazed  life,  one  who  shall 
hold  up  a  mirror  to  ourselves,  mingling  the 
sweet  and  bitter,  the  light  and  darkness,  as 
they  are  most  truly  mingled  in  life. 

Strange  that  the  world  has  grown  so  old 
maturing  systems  of  religion  and  philosophy 
that  have  not  taught  us  wisdom :  it  seems 
we  are  yet  at  the  beginning  of  years ;  what 
know  we  of  our  nearest  neighbour  ?  appear- 
ance only  and  outward  seeming,  nothing 
more ;  we  have  known  him,  it  may  be  two- 
score  years,  have   seen   him   always  calm. 
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grave,  and  business-like,  the  last  man  in  all 
the  world  tp  be  accused  of  sentiment,  and 
romance;  and  his  likeness  hanging  there, 
the  very  image  of  his  hard  unmoved  face, 
we  call  successful,  a  happy  effort  of  the 
painter :  yet,  it  may  be,  the  curtain  and  the 
pillar  and  the  cushioned  chair  are  a^  much 
belonging  to  him  as  that  cold  face.  The 
painter  saw  him  not,  nor  we  either,  as  he 
looked  once,  for  a  single  moment  it  may 
be,  when  his  divinity  was  revealed  through 
clouds  and  darkness,  in  passionate  working 
of  his  features  at  an  outrage  offered,  or  a 
love  flung  back  unrequited,  or  a  friend  turned 
false  to  him.  Behold  we  know  nothing  of 
him  for  ever;  that  hour  revealed  him  in 
silence,  henceforward  he  is  locked  up  and 
sealed  against  a  time  to  come. 

I  shall  abstain  altogether  from  quotation 
or  digest  of  the  history  in  The  Nevocomes^  both 
from  want  of  space,  and  chiefly  because  of 
the  unsatisfactory  nature  of  such  custom: 
for  the  many  who  have  read  the  book,  what 
has  been  or  shall  be  said  of  it,  will  And  at 
least  ready  understanding,  if  not  assent ;  for 
those  who  have  not  such  quotations,  however 
selected  and  voluminous,  would  convey  little 
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idea  of  my  meaning;  for  those  again  who 
read  reviews  only  for  the  sake  of  their 
quotations,  (and  there  are  confessedly  many 
such,)  I  shall  warn  at  once;  and  for  those 
still  more  unfortunate  knowledge  hunters 
who  are  satisfied  to  claim  acquaintance  with 
an  author  through  his  reviewers  and  such 
selections  as  they  may  of  their  bounty  give, 
I  extend  the  same  warning — ^that  they  must 
seek  elsewhere :  even  as  it  is  I  shall  be  un- 
able to  do  more  than  merely  point  out  the 
chief  moral  design  of  the  book,  as  it  seems 
to  me,  and  even  this  cursorily;  leaving  all 
collateral  and  minor  aims  which  are  manifest 
throughout,  to  the  reader's  own  suggestions. 
And  first  of  the  central  purpose  of  the 
book  for  which  I  imagine  it  was  mainly 
written,  reaching  to  the  very  heart  and  core 
of  social  disease,  unhappy  wedded  life — ^the 
marriages  that  are  not  made  in  heaven,  but 
if  anywhere  out  of  this  strange  world,  why 
least  of  all  in  Heaven.  Of  all  marvels  in 
this  same  universe  that  pass  our  poor  phi- 
losophy I  doubt  not  this  of  marriage  is  the 
very  strangest,  seeing  to  what  end  it  has 
arrived  at  last,  and  from  what  beginning! 
Were  one  to  ask  the  sober  question  now  at 
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this  late  hour,  why  was  it  first  ordained,  how 
would  he  be  answered?  would  it  solve  the 
problem  we  see  before  us  daily?  Suppose 
he  should  answer  to  this  result — "It  was 
ordained  to  bear  the  burden  of  a  great 
mystery,  the  secret  of  the  marriage  of  the 
Lamb,  that  we  might  not  be  without  a  con- 
tinual symbol  whereby  to  comprehend  that 
holy  union,  that  when  the  Bridegroom  came 
we  might  know  him  and  receive  him  wor- 
thily." Mysticism  I  say  you:  not  so,  but 
forgotten  truth.  What  if  it  should  indeed 
be  found  at  last  that  not  mere  palpable 
finite  evil  is  the  harvest  of  godless  marriages, 
not  broken  hearts  nor  spotted  life  nor  dis- 
honoured children  only,  but  that  we  have 
done  infinite  dishonour  and  despite  to  the* 
holy  thing  it  signified  ?  How  will  it  be  then  ? 
Who  shall  lay  damages  and  plead  and  give 
sentence  then  ?  Does  that  story  of  Christ*s 
marriage  with  his  people  come  home  to  us 
pure  and  holy  ?  is  there  no  darkness  in  our 
comprehension  of  the  type  ?  If  men  would 
learn  to  believe  of  all  things  here  that  they 
are  but  dim  revelations  of  a  hidden  glory, 
that  every  finite  thing  in  this  vast  universe 
is  linked  by  ultimate  relation  to  some  eter- 
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nity,  is  bound  indissolubly  to  the  feet  of 
God;  that  not  an  act  nor  law  nor  visible 
thing  whatever  but  has  its  greater  counter- 
part out  of  space  and  Time — there  would 
be  less  mockery  and  jesting  in  the  world  and 
more  earnestness,  less  doing  for  fashion's 
sake  and  more  for  Christ's. 

The  plot  of  the  story  teems  with  marriages 
that  should  never  have  been  made,  differing 
in  extent  of  subsequent  misery,  according  to 
the  degree  of  good  or  evil  natures  brought 
together.  There  is  Madame  de  Florae,  holy, 
prayerful,  self-sacrificing — ^her  life  has  been 
a  painful  vigil;  she  has  been  dying  daily; 
hardly  after  forty  years  can  she  say  tranquilly, 
"  when  the  end  comes  with  its  great  absolu- 
tion I  shall  not  be  sorry."  How  then  shall 
it  be  with  Clive,  paired,  but  not  matched 
with  his  foolish  little  wife  ?  she  cannot  un- 
derstand him,  has  no  companionship  for 
him ;  after  all  our  indignation  she  is  perhaps 
thoughtless  more  than  selfish,  or  if  selfish, 
capable  of  transformation;  she  deserved  at 
least  a  better  fate ;  yet  they  might  have  lived 
not  unhappily,  spite  of  all  this.  But  Clive 
was  not  in  love  with  her — loved  some  one 
else  too  surely,  and,  knowing  this,  it  was  an 
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evil  Step  to  take — ^thoughtlessly,  carelessly 
cruel ;  in  the  sight  of  their  elders  it  seemed 
an  excellent  match — money  and  youth,  and 
beauty  and  amiable  IndifEerence — ^and  behold 
the  endl  But  what  shall  be  said  of  the 
marriage  in  high  life  ?  what  of  the  domestic 
hearth  and  family  bosom  of  Sir  Barnes 
Newcome,  Bart,  of  Newcome?  if  the  last 
was  sufficiently  heart-rending,  what  shall  be 
said  of  this  ?  Too  truly  it  is  an  old  story ; 
we  have  seen  it  elsewhere  also:  above  all 
others,  one  is  before  me  in  all  the  memory 
of  its  painted  horrors — Hogarth's  Marriage 
k  la  Mode,  which  seems  its  painted  counter- 
part. 

It  is  a  subject  of  regret  that  the  narrow 
limits  of  a  single  essay  do  not  admit  of  a 
fuller  investigation  into  these  social  ques- 
tions ;  so  shallow  and  void  it  seems  to  name 
them  only  and  pass  on,  but  it  must  be  so. 
There  is  one  more  great  social  problem, 
however,  set  forth  and  answered  in  the  lives 
of  the  actors  of  the  book,  which  must  share 
in  this  hasty  sketch — b.  wofully  neglected 
subject  of  thought,  to  the  evil  results  of 
which  oblivion  one  can  place  no  definite 
bounds;  but  in  this  case  I  the  less  regret 
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the  brevity  of  what  must  be  said,  because 
the  question,  and  much  more  that  appertains 
to  it,  is  embodied  in  a  pamphlet  on  pre- 
Raphaelitism,  by  Ruskin,  and  continually  in 
other  portions  of  his  works,  to  be  hereafter 
commented  on  in  these  pages. 

I  refer  principally  to  that  episode  in  Clive's 
life  where  he  makes  known  to  his  father  the 
desire  of  his  heart  to  become  a  painter,  and 
dedicate  his  life  to  that  end ;  and  the  good 
Colonel  loving  his  son  so  that  he  would 
gladly  die  for  him,  cannot  be  brought  to  see 
it  with  the  eyes  of  his  son.  Can  understand 
him  adopting  it  for  amusement's  sake,  refined 
dilettantism;  but  to  be  a  painter  by  profes- 
sion— to  live  by  the  labour  of  his  hands  so, 
this  he  cannot  comprehend,  this  society  and 
immaculate  respectability  cannot  endure.  So 
poor  Clive  has  a  hard  battle  to  fight ;  even 
Ethel  can  give  him  no  sympathy,  views  his 
dreamland  through  a  London  fog.  After  all 
our  rhapsodies  about  soul,  what  do  we  really 
sacrifice  for  it  ?  We,  men  who  have  written 
so  many  volumes  upon  it  and  its  immortal 
nature,  who  have  called  it  by  such  high- 
sounding  names  for  the  sake  of  naming  it, 
though  none  should  ever  express  it  worthily 
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save  with  lips  covered  and  deep  silence, 
calling  it  Shekinah,  and  the  articulate  voice 
of  God,  heard  louder  than  thunder  and  the 
voice  of  waters;  sweeter  than  any  wind. 
And  yet  for  that  evil  genius  Fashion,  we 
could  darken  this  Shekinah,  close  our  ears 
against  that  clear-sounding  voice  for  ever. 
Respectability  ?  When  shall  we  waken  from 
this  nightmare  and  dream  of  phantoms  to  a 
knowledge  of  the  true  dignity  of  work  in 
any  kind;  to  a  confession  of  the  majesty  of 
soul  in  any  form  ?  I  wish  that  the  primal 
question  at  the  setting  out  of  life  were  not 
what  is  the  best  thing  to  do,  and  the  most 
thought  of,  but  rather  bow  and  in  what 
manner  and  degree  of  excellence  it  is  to  be 
done.  I  claim  at  once  an  express  assent  to 
the  position,  that  the  work  we  do  we  do 
not  for  ourselves,  nor  our  own  pleasure  nor 
advancement,  but  in  the  name  of  Christ, 
according  to  his  commandment;  and  then 
for  our  children's  sake,  that  we  may  make 
them  better,  happier;  and  then  for  the  sake 
of  all  who  have  gone  before  us,  that  the 
travail  and  sorrow  of  their  hard  battle  may 
not  be  unfruitful,  may  not  become  the  deso- 
lation of  wasted  energy.      It  is  the  only 
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premise  upon  which  I  can  worthily  found 
the  conclusion  that  our  work,  whatsoever  it 
be,  must  be  the  best  of  its  kind,  the  noblest 
we  can  offer.  So  the  former  question  frames 
itself  anew:  "What  is  the  best  that  any 
man  can  give  ? "  And  God  has  given  us  an 
answer,  "  that  in  which  he  finds  most  happi- 
ness," for  this  testimony  he  has  sealed  with 
truth. 

And  is  this  the  question,  O  fathers,  that 
you  ask  your  children,  and  teach  them  to 
ask  themselves,  "  what  they  have  most  happi- 
ness in  ? " — ^not  transitory,  idle  pleasure,  but 
enduring  happiness;  hence  what  they  are 
most  fitted  for,  what  they  can  do  best,  what 
they  can  honour  God  most  by  doing.  If 
this  were  the  first  inquiry,  and  were  made 
the  law  and  final  cause  in  all  our  choice  of 
action,  I  think  we  sh«ild  meet  less  and  less 
with  those  palpable  signs  of  hurry  and  indif- 
ference, and  listlessness  and  utter  weariness, 
which  face  us  at  every  turn,  and  paralyse 
alike  art  and  government,  and  social  rela- 
tions,— a  wide  and  fruitful  subject  for  after 
development.  Here,  unhappily,  is  room  only 
for  hasty  notice,  and  a  promise  that  the  ques- 
tion shall  be  taken  up  at  some  future  time. 
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Of  Thackeray's  manner  and  style  of  writing 
a  few  words,  the  characteristics,  I  conceive, 
to  be  principally  two,  Humour  and  Pathos, 
most  noble  in  combination :  and  first,  of  his 
humour,  we  meet  it  continually  in  gentle 
irony  and  glancing  satire,  as  well  as  more 
directly  in  his  open,  laughing  cheerfulness: 
it  is  for  this,  chiefly,  that  he  is  no  favourite 
with  religious  parties;  being  such  as  they 
are,  we  will  not  regret  it  too  severely :  thus 
at  least  one  agrees  with  them  that  it  is  a 
hard  thing  to  be  laughed  at,  and  thus  far 
with  him  also,  that  it  is  a  hard  thing  not  to 
laugh.  Perhaps  people  differ  more  about 
jesting,  and  its  proper  conditions  of  object, 
manner  and  place,  than  about  really  serious 
things :  this  Babel  of  laughter  sadly  wants  a 
music-master — one  to  strike  the  key-note  and 
lead  off  the  noisy  chorus;  for  people  will 
laugh,  and  who  shall  refuse  them  ?  "  Laugh- 
ter is  like  sunshine,"  says  Carlyle ;  only  let 
us  keep  in  memory  that  story  of  the  Apes 
by  the  Dead  Sea.  Like  all  else  in  Babel  it 
lacks  a  reasonable  soul  at  times,  and  in  want 
of  this  will  have  to  be  taught  roughly  its 
proper  whereabouts,  lest  it  trespass  upon 
holy  ground;  for  laughter  is  not  first  nor 
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best:  love  and  faith,  and  hope  and  long- 
suffering,  and  self-sacrifice  are  raised  high 
above  its  inarticulate  din.  For  the  sake  of 
Him  who  gave  them  we  will  never  laugh  at 
these,  and  because  we  read  not  ever  that  He 
laughed  while  dwelling  among  men;  but  at 
whatsoever  is  mean  and  proud,  and  selfish 
and  over-reaching,  and  hypocritical,  laughter 
long  and  loud  that  shall  strike  the  stars. 

Sin  truly  is  very  foul  and  fearful;  in  its 
effects  terrible,  crushing  the  heart  of  man 
with  overwhelming  hopelessness,  and  often- 
times the  terror  of  wickedness  cannot  but  be 
uppermost  in  thought;  yet  it  were  a  good 
thing  also,  and  a  sign  of  greater  constancy 
and  stronger  faith,  to  feel  how  utterly  con- 
temptible it  is,  how  laughable  and  ridiculous 
its  miserable  existence,  and  it  is  here  that  I 
imagine  Thackeray  has  done  good  service  to 
truth  of  morality  and  fact:  —  of  morality, 
because  he  sets  up  crime  in  a  kind  of  pillory 
for  universal  laughter  and  derision :  no  catas- 
trophe and  fearful  overtaking  of  punishment 
to  make  his  villains  martyrs  after  all ;  loud 
laughter  only  and  utter  scorn,  such  as  be- 
comes men  to  feel,  for  who  can  calculate 
the  folly  of  sin?  and  truth  of  fact  in  his 
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account  of  retributive  justice  and  fidelity  to- 
its  general  fate.  His  is  not  that  fair  land 
of  romance  and  faerie,  where  the  good  are 
rewarded  after  sorrows,  and  the  evil  punished 
after  short  success,  but  rather  the  life  we 
live,  a  fretful,  sore,  and  envious  life  for  many 
who  behold  the  wicked  in  high  places,  and 
the  throne  of  iniquity  set  up,  and  themselves 
cast  out. 

Of  his  pathos  what  shall  I  say?  so  true^ 
so  musical,  one  would  not  think  that  human, 
speech  were  so  very  musical ;  it  exalts  him 
everywhere  into  highest  poetry;  as  colour 
glorifies  everything  it  overlays,  so  does  the 
great  sympathising  heart  everything  it  comes 
near  and  dwells  with.  In  those  scenes 
between  the  Colonel  and  his  son,  chiefly 
in  that  one  after  Clive  knows  of  EthePs 
betrothal,  and  his  father's  noble  offer  of 
sacrifice,  and  again  in  the  reconciliation  at 
the  close  of  the  book ;  they  speak  like  man 
to  man,  in  the  very  simplest  words,  because 
of  the  agony  of  the  hour,  but  there  is  sweet- 
est music  in  every  word.  And  those  letters 
of  Madame  de  Florae,  so  full  of  the  memory 
of  an  ancient  sorrow,  and  a  life  that  has 
been  dying  daily, "  One  supports  the  combats 
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of  life,  but  they  are  long,  and  one  comes 
from  them  very  wounded:  ah!  when  shall 
they  be  over?"  Alas  I  for  ill-fated,  unfor- 
gotten  love,  colouring  all  the  background  of 
their  lives  with  a  melancholy  twilight  gloom, 
beautiful,  profound :  in  all  story  I  remember 
not  anywhere  the  like,  from  that  first  parting 
for  life  to  that  last  shriek,  L^onore,  how  full 
is  it  of  the  anguish  of  enduring  memory! 
"  Did  it  not  seem  once  as  if  two  hands  never 
could  unlock,  so  closely  were  they  enlaced 
together  ?  ah  1  mine  are  old  and  feeble  now ; 
forty  years  have  passed  since  the  time  when 
you  used  to  say  that  they  were  young  and 
fair.  How  well  I  remember  me  of  every 
one  of  those  days,  though  there  is  a  death 
between  me  and  them,  and  it  is  across  a 
grave  I  review  them."  This  is  like  the  mel- 
ody of  an  old  song  we  have  not  heard  for 
years,  like  that  burden  of  the  song  of  tears, 
•*  O  death  in  life  1  the  days  that  are  no  more  1 " 
Some  time  we  shall  meet  Clive  and  Ethel 
again,  and  J.  J.  also,  when  all  the  letters 
and  life-passages  about  him  have  been  col- 
lected, and  then  we  shall  be  admitted  to  his 
dreamland;  weak,  deformed,  and  silent,  he 
is  the  genius  of  them  all,  the  most  inspired 
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amongst  them ;  au  revoiry  J.  J.,  it  is  not  for 
long. 

So  let  us  end,  not  as  having  completed 
the  half  of  our  task,  nor  spoken  that  half 
well,  as  became  the  subject,  but  withal  faith- 
fully. This  book  has  gone  forth  now  upon 
a  great  embassy,  gone  forth  from  us  into 
the  future,  bearing  with  it  the  seal  and  sig- 
nature of  truth ;  for  even  while  the  memory 
of  its  sweet  pages  is  yet  abiding,  and  we 
think  upon  all  these  things,  the  gain,  the 
suffering,  and  the  loss,  and  all  the  tumult 
of  our  life,  even  now  the  days  are  gathering 
in  and  closing  upon  us,  and  presently,  very 
shortly,  we  shall  be  called  the  past,  and  our 
deeds  good  or  evil  will  be  judged  of  men  in 
other  years.  This  book  also  will  be  a  record 
of  us ;  flesh  of  our  flesh  will  read  it,  and  see 
what  manner  of  men  their  fathers  were.  Will 
they  speak  lovingly,  kindly  of  us,  remember- 
ing the  good  to  our  account,  the  evil  to  their 
own  ?  Will  they  stretch  forth  hands  of  bless- 
ing, not  remembering  the  sorrow  nor  the  curse 
we  have  handed  down  to  them,  so  much 
heavier  than  we  received  ourselves,  by  the 
weight  of  all  our  evil  days  ?  Will  they  for- 
give us  all  these  things  ?    Is  it  also  our  wont 
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SO  to  deal  with  our  fathers'  memory,  to  speak 
mercifully,  gratefully  of  them  ?  too  truly  this 
lack  of  reverence  must  go  down  also  in  the 
catalogue  of  our  great  sins. 

Thackeray  will,  I  doubt  not,  one  day  be 
numbered  with  the  great  naturalists  in  all 
time,  a  lesser  Shakespeare  in  golden  and 
coloured  chronicles,  in  a  goodly  company  of 
painters,  poets,  and  musicians,  all  who  have 
ever  burned  with  consuming  love  for  men, 
or  struck  the  key-note  of  human  triumph  and 
lamentation  into  loud  paeans  and  enduring 
song. 

A  few  words  concerning  Mr.  Doyle's 
illustrations.  I  have  something  also  to 
say  previously  upon  the  entire  subject  of 
illustrations,  which  may  be  fairly  spoken 
here.  Engravings  have  of  late  become  a 
very  essential  feature  in  book-making,  so 
that  their  very  frequency  alone,  as  testifying 
the  direction  of  public  taste,  requires  that 
this  long  silence  and  oblivion  of  their  merits 
should  be  broken,  and  they  should  be  forth- 
with acknowledged  as  a  subject  of  criticism. 
I  fear  almost  we  have  too  many  of  them, 
being  such  as  they  for  the  most  part  are ; 
that  generally  there  is  too  much  work  for 
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the  engraver,  too  little  thought  from  the 
artist:  any  drawings  are  good  for  children, 
only  certain  ones  for  men;  dogs  and  cows 
and  houses  and  trees,  the  more  generalized 
the  better  for  spelling-books;  but  not  such 
as  these,  something  widely  different  from 
these,  for  men.  In  looking  over  a  vast 
majority  of  book  engravings,  one  is  struck 
with  the  same  want  of  purpose  and  absence 
of  interest  and  particular  truth,  which  attaches 
to  that  dreary  mountain  of  fiction  and  false 
romance  we  were  just  now  condemning; 
about  as  separably  interesting  they  seem  as 
the  stones  in  a  pyramid;  alasl  one  grieves 
to  say,  but  for  such  as  these  the  desert  and 
illimitable  sand-sea  is  the  place  of  their  ulti- 
mate abiding,  the  inevitable  destiny  of  labour 
without  thought.  More  than  enough  truly 
have  we  of  these  useless  illustrations  that 
can  tell  us  no  new  thing,  nor  give  palpable 
embodiment  to  our  confused  thoughts,  and 
so  perpetuate  them.  When  shall  we  learn 
to  read  a  picture  as  we  would  a  poem,  to 
find  some  story  from  it,  some  little  atom  of 
human  interest  that  may  feed  our  hearts 
withal,  lest  the  outer  influences  of  the  day 
crush  them  from  good  thoughts  ?  when  will 
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men  look  for  these  things,  and  the  artist 
satisfy  them?  We  desire  to  hear  these 
artists,  so  many  and  so  good,  speak  to  us 
as  they  can  do  in  their  own  sweet  language, 
not  a  strange  one  altogether,  easily  to  be 
learned  even  by  listening  only,  and  once 
learnt,  universal,  wide  as  the  great  world ;  a 
wonderful  language,  such  as  no  other  is, 
■save  music  and  sculpture ;  but  let  us  not  be 
for  ever  put  off  with  husks  till  we  cease  to 
look  for  any  good.  We  are  not  forced  to 
have  illustrations  to  our  books,  not  forced 
to  have  books  themselves;  nay,  if  we  will 
think  of  it,  not  forced  to  have  many  things 
we  count  essential.  Men  lived  and  su£Eered, 
thought,  and  died,  long  before  they  painted 
or  wrote ;  but  we  are  forced  to  have  them 
good  if  at  all :  this  we  do  need.  It  is  an 
•everlasting  truth  that  if  a  thing  is  worth 
-doing  at  all,  it  is  worth  doing  well ;  I  say 
not  perfectly,  that  is  quite  a  different  matter, 
unattainable,  a  proud  word,  ever  doomed  for 
mockery  and  defeat,  but  that  it  should  be 
the  best  we  can  give,  the  fruit  of  the  travail 
of  our  soul ;  and  this  we  look  for  vainly.  I 
think  if  we  all  understood  the  kind  of  labour 
it  necessitates  to  produce  a  slight  engraving. 
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we  should  be  less  tolerant  of  this  thoughtless 
multiplication  of  purposeless  designs.  No 
happy  or  wholesome  work,  nay,  in  steel  en- 
graving positively  injurious,  is  the  condition 
of  our  having  them ;  and  then  moreover,  to 
let  pass  the  matter  of  bodily  injury,  which 
no  man  may  do  with  impunity,  and  consider 
it  upon  higher  ground,  it  becomes  at  once  a 
simple  and  palpable  choice  of  good  or  evil : 
no  spiritual  or  imaginative  work  this  copying 
of  other  men's  thoughts,  nothing  here  satis- 
fying  and  developing,  altogether  a  sacrifice 
and  slavish  self-abnegation.  It  should  at 
least  be  something  good  or  needful  that  we 
make  the  subject  of  such  sacrifice,  not  indif- 
ferent or  unnecessary,  such  as  we  can  easily 
do  without,  no  mere  question  of  book-making 
on  the  handsome  page  principle:  for  every 
line  so  perpetuated  in  engraving,  let  us  re- 
member some  human  soul  has  foregone  its 
freedom  and  invention  and  creative  energy^ 
which  is  the  soul  of  art,  for  our  good.  One 
day  too  surely  shall  we  need  a  reason  for 
every  time  we  trifled  with  the  labour  of  the 
meanest  man,  and  it  will  be  no  answer  that 
we  did  not  know  these  things. 

Some  few  years  ago  a  monthly  periodical 


354 


ESSAY  ON  THE   NEWCOMES 

was  published  upon  the  subject  of  art  and 
poetry;  it  appears  to  have  ceased  after  a 
few  numbers,  not  without  having  spoken 
something  that  will  live  in  echoes  yet.' 
As  the  frontispiece  of  one  number  was  an 
etching  by  Holm'an  Hunt,  an  illustration 
indeed  to  a  poem,  but  the  latter  having  so 
little  reference  to  it,  that  it  may  well  stand 
for  an  independent  picture;  truly  a  song 
without  words,  and  yet  not  wholly  speech- 
less, for  out  of  its  golden  silence  came 
voices  for  all  who  would  hearken,  telling 
a  tale  of  love.  Two  lovers  are  together  in 
a  meadow,  by  a  pool  of  standing  water,  and 
behind  them  a  circle  of  trees  is  throwing 
morning  shadows  on  the  grass ;  she  is  kneel- 
ing, stooping  forwards  to  gather  wild  flowers 
growing  on  the  bank,  clasped  and  circled  by 
the  arm  of  him  who  loves  her  and  shall  be 
her  future  lord,  he  is  bending  lovingly  over 
her,  shielding  her  from  harm;  yet  there  is 


I  ThbGbrm:  I  Thoughts  toward  Nature  |  In  Poetry, 
Literature,  and  Art.  |  London:  I  Aylott  &  Jones,  8, 
Paternoster  Row.  1850.  The  four  original  numbers, 
with  reproductions  of  the  etchings,  fac-similes  of  the 
wrappers,  and  other  interesting  and  valuable  features, 
have  just  been  reprinted  by  Mr.  Mosher. 
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no  peril  in  the  water,  and  the  space  between 
her  and  the  edge  is  great,  still  he  clasps  her 
lightly,  guarding  her  from  a  danger  that  is 
not;  judge  of  it,  O  lovers!  how  true  it  is. 
But  below,  in  another  scene,  lies  a  figure 
flung  upon  the  foreground,  Ijdng  all  his 
length,  and  his  face  pressed  deeply  into  the 
fresh  mould  of  a  grave,  for  behind  him,  in 
the  distance,  the  nuns  are  passing,  singing 
Dies  irae  and  Beati  mortui,  and  the  bell  is 
sounding  close  behind  him  as  he  lies  quiet. 
Surely  he  will  never  rise  and  come  away? 
wherefore  did  she  die,  and  how  ?  and  was  it 
long  after  the  flower-gathering  by  the  water 
side  on  the  summer  day.  I  know  how  it 
all  came  to  pass,  and  you  would  also  if  yon 
saw  the  picture :  silently,  quite  silently,  has 
the  story  taken  form.  I  would  not  tell  the 
legend  as  it  comes  to  me,  for  your  version 
would  be  altogether  otherwise,  and  yet  both 
most  true:  something  like  this  we  cry  for» 
is  it  not  like  a  cry  for  food  ? 

Out  of  oblivion,  for  the  sake  of  justice^ 
I  have  made  this  memorial  of  a  forgotten 
picture ;  not  for  invidious  distinction,  or  be- 
cause it  is  the  only  articulate  voice  among 
so  n^any :  it  serves  to  exemplify  my  meaning 
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about  Story  in  pictures.  There  is  one  more 
I  cannot  help  noticing,  for  its  marvellous 
beauty,  a  drawing  of  higher  finish  and  pre- 
tension than  the  last,  from  the  pencil  of 
Rossetti,  in  "AUingham's  Day  and  Night 
Songs,'*  just  published;  it  is  I  think  the 
most  beautiful  drawing  for  an  illustration  I 
have  ever  seen,  the  weird  faces  of  the  maids 
of  Elfinmere,  the  musical  timed  movement 
of  their  arms  together  as  they  sing,  the  face 
of  the  man,  above  all,  are  such  as  only  a 
great  artist  could  conceive.  Why  is  the 
author  of  the  Blessed  Damozel,  and  the 
story  of  Chiaro,  so  seldom  on  the  lips  of 
men?  if  only  we  could  hear  him  oftener, 
live  in  the  light  of  his  power  a  little  longer. 
Now  the  want  I  have  complained  of,  a 
want  of  purpose,  and  the  power  of  making 
the  drawing  tell  its  story  well,  is  the  very 
last  to  be  charged  against  Mr.  Doyle ;  from 
such  a  happy  combination  of  author  and 
artist  as  so  rarely  occurs  much  was  to  be 
expected,  and  has  accordingly  been  fulfilled. 
Yet  what  does  apply  in  what  I  have  said 
is  this,  that  a  certain  kind  of  mechanical 
demand  (how  far  necessary  to  a  book  pub- 
lished by  numbers  I  cannot  say),  for  having 
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a  determinate  quantity  of  illustration,  irre- 
spective of  the  capabilities  of  the  matter 
for  artistic  treatment,  cannot  bat  fetter  the 
artist  very  considerably,  and  lessen  his  facil- 
ity of  movement.  Many  of  the  scenes  chosen 
perhaps  do  not  really  afford  a  subject  for 
illustration,  and  we  have  no  right  to  be 
disappointed,  or  our  disappointment  may  be 
accidental,  arising  from  our  preconceived 
mental  pictures  not  being  coincident  with 
the  artist's  arrangement ;  and  here  satisfac- 
tion, or  the  contrary,  will  be  proportionate 
to  the  reader's  power  of  realizing  the  scenes 
pictorially  as  he  reads  on,  or  supposing  him 
to  possess  this  faculty  according  to  his  free- 
dom from  or  enthralment  to  them.  The 
main  illustrations,  however,  seem  to  me  far 
less  successful  than  the  rest,  not  striking 
or  great  in  conception,  nor,  if  faithfully 
interpreted  in  the  engraving,  always  well 
executed:  but  in  the  symbolical  drawings, 
which  form  round  the  initial  letters  of 
chapters,'  it  is  very  different;    here  he  is 


I  More  particularly  I  would  specify  the  ioitiak  to 
chapters — VoL  i.  c  xxvL  xxx.  xxxvL  lUustratioiis  to 
PP*  45i  7St  165,  317.  Vol.  II.  c  iiL  !▼.  vL  XX.  xzrnL 
xxxl    Illustrations  pp.  59,  jt,  178,  349. 
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wonderfully  saccessful,  and,  as  an  artist 
should  ever  be,  no  faint  echo  of  other 
men's  thoughts,  but  a  voice  concurrent  or 
prophetical,  full  of  meaning ;  they  are  little 
sketches  apt  to  be  passed  over  in  careless- 
ness, but  on  examination  found  to  be  full 
of  real  art  and  poetical  comprehension. 
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Russian  aristocracy  in  Moscow  fifty  years  ago,  showing  the 
patriarchal  form  of  society  and  the  social,  ecclesiastical  and 
political  obstructions  to  free  development  of  the  individual. 

REMINISCENCES  OP  AN  ASTRONOMER.    III. 

By  Prof:  Simon  Newcomb.  The  third  and  concluding  in- 
stallment of  these  interesting  recollections  of  scientific  men 
gives  a  picture  of  astronomical  work  in  Paris  at  the  time  ot 
the  capture  of  the  city  by  the  Germans  in  1871, — an  interesting 
story  both  of  scientific  achievement  and  of  social  and  politicsQ 
upheaval,  —  how  astronomers  worked  within  the  sound  of 
continual  shooting. 

Subscriptions  received  direct  or  through  any  established 

Subscription  Agency, 

35  Cents  a  Copy.  $4.00  a  Year. 

HOUMrnM,  MFnm  &  CO.,      -    -  4  Pak  stmt,  Hodon. 


HMAN  VHO  HASNnr  A  HOBBY  DOES 
NOT  KNOV  HOW  MUCH  CAN  BE 
GOT  OUT  OF  LIFE*— DE  BALZAC 
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Autosfraphsy 
Scarce  Books 

and  Pamphlets^ 
Book  Plates, 
Bric-a-bract 

C>ins  and  Medals, 
Curios, 
Views  and  Portraits, 
Engravings, 
Old  Furniture* 

CATALOGUES  ON  APPUCATION. 

VL  W.  BRYANT, 

22S  MIDDLE  STREET,  PORTLAND,  MAINE. 


Pounded  in  i88z. 


THE  CRITIC 

A  Monthly  Review  of  Literary  Art  Gr  Life 


TWO   DOLLARS  A  YEAR 


A  LIFE  LONG  FRIEND 

*'The  Critic  as  a  monthly  is  a  good  thing.  We 
like  the  look  of  it,  and  the  flavor  of  it  It  is  after  all 
the  same  old  Critic — clever,  caustic,  truly  critical, 
and  eminently  addicted  to  csmmon  sense.  .  .  .  Who- 
ever reads  the  Critic  once  continues  to  read  it  for- 
ever after,  to  his  own  substantial  profit," — 'Buffalo 
Express, 


THE  ABOVE  IS  ONLY  ONE  OF  HUNDREDS  OF  SIMILAR 
ENTHUSIASTIC  OUTBURSTS 

THE  CRITIC  AS  A  MAG  A  ZINE  IS  A  GREA  T  SUCCESS 
Twenty  Cents  a  Copy.     Two  Dollars  a  Year. 

THE    CRITIC   CO., 
289  Fourth  Ave.,        -        -        -        New  York. 


TWO  GREAT  BIOGRAPHIES 


BISMAROC 

Some  Secret  Pages  of  his  History,  being  a 
Diary  kept  by  Dr.  Moritz  Busch  during 
twenty-five  years*  official  and  private 
intercourse  with  the  great  chancellor, 
two  volumes,  with  portraits. 

Its  publication  has  been  awaited  with  most  unusual 
impatience,  since  it  is  unquestionably  the  most  impor- 
tant secret  political  memoir  of  the  entire  century. 

Clotb,  8vo*    'Price  tio,  net. 
THE  STORY  OP 

GLADSTONE'S  LIFE. 

By  Justin  McCarthy,  author  of  **The  Four 
Georges,"  **A  History  of  Our  Own  Times," 
ETC.  New  edition  with  chapters  describ- 
ing the  last  months  of  Gladstone's  Life  and 
his  funeral  in  Westminster  Abbey. 

lUustraUd  with  Many  Portraits. 

"It  is  as  the  politician  that  Mr.  Gladstone  will  live  in 
history,  and  there  could  be  no  more  fitting  memorial  of 
this  side  of  his  character  than  this  most  appreciative, 
wise  and  sympathetic  life  written  by  Mr.  McCarthy." — 
Sat.  Evening  Ga^ettef  Boston. 

Buckraniy  Giltt  8vo»     $6.00. 

THE  MACMILLAN  COMPANY,       -       -       NEW  YORK. 


SGRIBNER'S  NEWEST  FICTION. 


Antigone,  and  other  Portraits  of  Women. 

By  Paul  Bourget.  ("Voyageuses").  Translat- 
ed from  the  French  by  William  Marchant.  12 
mo,  ^1.50. 

According  to  the  ingenious  idea  which  binds  these  stories 
together,  they  contain  portraits  of  various  women  encountered 
in  the  journeys  of  which  the  author  is  so  fond.  Eacli  is  the 
centre  of  a  dramatic  narratiye,  and  each  is  drawn  with  charm- 
ing and  sympathetic  insight 

BY  THE  SAME  AUTHOR : 

A  Tragic  Idyll. 

izmoy  ^1.50. 

Outre-Mer. 

Impressions  of  America.     i2mo,  I1.75. 

The  Heart  of  Toil. 

By  Octave  Thanet.  Illustrated  by  A.  B.  Frost 
and  C.  S.  Reinhart.  Uniform  with  "A  Story-Tel- 
ler's Pack."     i2mo,  ;^i.50. 

A  REMARKABLE  VOLUME  BY  A  NEW  AUTHOR. 

Life  is  Life,  and  other  Tales  and  Episodes. 

By  Zack.     i2mo,  ^^1.50. 

The  King's  Jackal. 

By  Richard  Harding  Davis.  With  illustrations 
and  a  Cover  Design  by  Charles  Dana  Gibson. 
25th  thousand.     i2mo,  lti.25. 

Charles  Sosioner's  Sons,  153-157  Fifth  Aieaue,  N.  Y. 


THE  ARTIST.    AN  ILLUSTRATED  MONTH- 
LY  RECORD   OF  THE  ARTS,   CRAFTS 
AND  INDUSTRIES 


Established  i8  years  Ago  in  Eng^land,  T&e  Artist  has 
always  closely  identified  itself  with  the  movement  inaugurated 
by  the  late  William  Morris  and  others  for  the  application  of 
Art  to  commercial  and  industrial  products.  Its  record  em- 
braces what  is  being  done  in  France,  Germany  and  Belgium 
as  well  as  England. 

Air  AMERICAN  EDITION, 

Commencini^  with  September  of  this  year,  is  published 
monthly.  This  mcludes  a  survey  of  art  tendencies  and  ac- 
complishments in  this  country,  which  will  be  gradually  ex- 
tended in  scope  and  thoroughness  until  it  is  adequately 
representative  of  American  Art. 

SOME  CONTENTS  OF  THE  SEPTEMBER 

NUMBER : 

Henry  Ryland,  Art  Worker :  Sir  Walter  Raleigh's  house 
in  Youghal ;  Some  American  Posters ;  Arts  and  Crafts  in 
Paris ;  Jewelry  at  the  Salon ;  The  Dyeing  of  Fabrics ;  Arts  and 
Crafts  in  Vienna ;  Simplicity  in  Furniture ;  The  Making  of 
Wall  Papers ;  Applied  Art  at  the  R.  A. ;  Photography  for 
Amateurs. 

SOME  CONTENTS  OF  THE  OCTOBER 
NUMBER : 

English  Art  through  French  Glasses ;  The  Work  of  Leon 
L'Hermitte ;  In  Memoriam  Felicien  Rops ;  Francois  Auburtin 
and  his  Decoration  of  the  Ampitheatre  de  Zoolc«:ie ;  A  holi- 
day visit  to  Kelmscott  Manor ;  A  Wood  Carver's  Ideals ;  etc. 

SS'SO  a  Year,  55  Cents  a  Copj^, 


— PUBUSHBD  BY— 

TRUSLOVE   &   COMBA, 

65   FIFTH  AVENUE,  -  -  -  NEW  YORK. 


PHILOSOPHICAL 

PORTRAIT  SERIES. 

SIXTY-BIGHT  large  (ii  x  14 in.))  handsome,  Pho- 
togravure   Portraits    of  the    World's    Great 
Philosophers  and   Representative    Psycholo- 
gists.     Reproduced,  after  careful  searching,  from 
the  best  and  rarest  sources. 

Suitable  for  framing  and  hanging  in  'Prvoate  and  'Pub- 
lic Libraries,  Lecture  Rooms,  etc^  and  for  preser- 
vation in  Tortf olios. 

Sold  separately  {twenty-five  cents  each),  or  in  sets.  Full 
sets  t7*$o  to  $iix)o,  according  to  paper. 


SEND  FOR  DESCRIPriyS  CIRCULAR. 


WORDS  OP  PRAISB. 

"I  have  received  the  first  installment  of  the  series  of  por- 
traits of  philosophers,  and  am  very  much  pleased  with  them." 
— Professor  David  G.  RitckU^  St.  Andrews,  Scotland. 

"I  cons^ratulate  you  on  the  magnificent  character  of  the 

{>ortrait8,  and  I  feei  proud  to  have  such  adornments  for  my 
ecture  room."—/.  /.  AfcNulty.  Professor  of  Philosophy  in  the 
Collesre  of  the  City  of  New  York. 


The  Open  Court  Publishingf  Co*, 

824  Dearborn  Street,  Ohioaffo,  HI. 


Messrs.  Badger's  Announcements. 


STRUAN. 

A  Novel  by  Julia  Mag^ruder.    i2mo,  cloth.    fi.So. 

HER  MAJESTY  THE  KING. 

A  Romance  of  the  Harem.  By  James  Jeffrey  Roche. 
With  fifteen  full-page  illustrations.  i2mo,  cloth 
ornamental.    $1.25. 

MISS  THEODORA. 

A  West  End  Story.  By  Helen  Leah  Reed.  Profuse- 
ly illustrated.    i6mo,  cloth.    $1.00. 

ADOBE  LAND  STORIES. 

By  Vemer  Z.  Reed,  i2mo,  cloth  ornamental.     $1.00. 

BOTOLPH  CLASSICS. 

By  Kipling,  Poe  and  Hood.  With  page  decorations 
in  colors.  Each  volume  in  a  box.  i2mo,  cloth 
ornamental.    Each  li.oo. 

SPIKENARD. 

Devotional  Love  Poems.  By  Laurence  Housman. 
Octavo.    Cover  design  by  author.    Il^o  net. 

THE  CHILDREN  OF  THE  NIGHT. 

A  Book  of  Poems.  By  Edwin  Arlington' Robinson. 
i6mo,  cloth  ornamental,  $1.25  net.  50  copies  on 
vellum,  $3.00  net. 

THE  THEATRE  AND  THE  STATE. 

By  Sir  Henry  Irving.  With  photogravure  portrait. 
i2mo,  cloth.    75  cents. 


PALL  CATALOGUE  SENT  FREE  ON  APPUCATION. 

RICHARD   G.   BADGER   &   CO., 
Boston. 
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IIarper  &  Brothers, 
Franklin  Square, 
New  York,  N.Y.,  will 
send  a  thoroughly  re- 
vised and  classified  list 
of  their  publications, 
with  portraits  of  more 
than  two  hundred  au- 
thors, on  receipt  of  ten 
cents. 
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AUTUMN  LIST  OF  BOOKS  ISSUED  IN 
CHOICE  AND  LI  MITED  EDITIOS  BY 
THOMAS  B.  MOSHER,  AT  XLV  EXCHANGE 
STREET,  PORTLAND,  MAINE,  SEASON  OF 
MDCCCXCVni. 


ALL  BOOKS  ARE  SENT  POSTPAID 
BY  THE  PUBLISHER  ON  RECEIPT 
OF  NET  PRICE. 


The  Old  World  Series. 

THB  Old  World  Series  is  in  format,  a 
narrow  Fcap,  8vo,  printed  from  new 
type  on  a  size  of  Van  Gelder  paper  made 
for  this  edition  only.  Original  head-bands 
and  tail-pieces  have  been  freely  used  with 
the  best  effects,  and  each  issue  has  its  spec- 
ial cover  design.  Bound  in  flexible  Japan 
Vellum  with  silk  ribbon  marker,  white 
parchment  wrappers,  gold  seals  and  in  slide 
cases,  an  almost  ideal  volume  is  offered  the 
book-lover. 

THE  FIRST  EDITION  IS  AS  FOLLOWS  *. 

925  COPIES,  VAN  GELDER  PAPER,  AT  $I.OONET. 
100  COPIES   ON  JAPAN   VELLUM,    AT   $2.50  NET. 


FOUR  NBW  VOLUMES  NOW  READY. 

XL    THE  HOUSE  OF  LIFE. 

A  SONNET-SEqUENCE  BY  DANTE  GABRIEL 
ROSSETTI. 

The  entire  text,  as  it  originally  existed  in 
the  mind  of  Rossetti,  cou'^ists  of  102  son- 
nets. It  is  a  well  known  fact  that  the  poet 
was  injudiciously  influenced  by  a  wretched 
contemporary  criticism,  (afterwards  re- 
tracted,) into  needlessly  revising  some, 
and  entirely  omitting  one,  of  the  sonnets. 
This  omitted  sonnet  has  been  restored,  and 
thus  an  ungarbled  sequence  is  once  more 
accessible  to  American  readers. 


XIL    MODERN  LOVE 

AND  OTHER  POEMS  CHOSEN  FROM  THE 
WORKS  OF  GEORGE  MEREDITH. 

A  FAITHFUL  reprint  of  the  original  text 
of  these  fifty  magnificent  sonnets 
together  with  eleven  poems  from  Mr. 
Meredith's  earliest  volume, — the  now  in- 
accessible 'Poems  of  i8$t. 

XIII.  THE  STORY  OF  MY  HEART. 

MY  AUTOBIOGRAPHY,  BY  RICHARD 
JEFFERIES. 

*  *  Tn  the  history  of  literature  one  happens, 
i  from  time  to  time,  upon  a  book  which 
has  been  written  because  the  author  had  no 
choice  but  to  write  it.  There  was  no  rest 
for  him  day  or  night,  so  soon  as  the  b(Jok 
was  complete  in  his  mind,  until  he  sat  down 
to  write  it." 

(sir  WALTER  BBS  ANT.) 

XIV.  UNDERNEATH  THE  BOUGH. 

A  BOOK  OF  VERSES  BY  MICHAEL  FIELD. 

THESE  exquisite  lyrics  are  now  put  forth 
under  Michael  Field's  authorization, 
and  this  is  the  first  edition  offered  to  Amer- 
ican book-lovers.  A  large  number  of  new 
poems  are  here  given  for  the  first  time, 
and  the  entire  volume  has  been  re-arrang- 
ed by  the  author. 

In  a  short  preface,  the  author  very  grace- 
fully alludes  to  this  appreciation  from  over 
sea : 


"(Meanwbilej  readers  from  furtber  England 
— ^/  tbey  will  pardon  my  so  classing  tbem^^ 
bave  given  me  ibat  joy  of  listening  denied  to 
me  in  my  own  island;  and  to  ibem  I  offer 
Ibis  hook  of  lyrics^  adding  sucb  new  songs  as 
I  count  my  sweetest  to  tbose  of  "  Tbe  Old 
IVorld  Series^  some  of  wbicb^  I  bave  reason 
to  bope,  bave  won  place  in  tbeir  bearts.** 


PREVIOUS  volumes: 


/.  RUBAIYAT.    (FitzGerald  Version.) 

//.  AUCASSIN  AND  NICOLETE. 

III.  THE  NE  W  LIFE. 

IV.  BA  LLA  DSANDL  YRICS  OF  OLD  ERA  NCE. 
V.  THE  K A  SID  AH. 

VI.  SYLVIE. 

VIL  THE  SONNETS  OF  MICHAEL  ANGELO. 

VIII.  HELEN  OF  TROY. 

IX.  A  TA  LA  NT  A  IN  CA  L  YDON. 

X.  SONNE  TS  FROM  THE  FOR  TUGUESE. 
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Reprint  of  Privately  Printed  Books, 

IN  issuing  these  Reprints  of  Privately  Print- 
ed Books  it  has  seemed  expedient  to 
improve  upon  ih^  format  of  some  of  the  rare 
works  that  Mr.  Mosher  will  eventually  in- 
clude in  the  Series.  Whenever  greater 
typographical  excellence  is  attained  by  fol- 
lowing the  original  edition,  it  will  be  faith- 
fully reproduced,  as  in  Pater*s  Essajfsfrom 
the  Guardian.  To  havd  done  this  however 
with  The  Heptalogia  and  The  Gernty  would 
have  resulted  in  a  very  decided  disappoint- 
ment to  the  book-lover.  All  volumes  are 
printed  on  Van  Gelder  hand-made  papers, 
and  original  head-bands,  tail-pieces  and 
initials  have  been  freely  used  to  secure  the 
best  artistic  effects. 

/.    ESSy4YS  FROM  THE  GUARDIAN. 

BY  WALTER  PATER.  REPRINTED  FROM 
THE  EDITION  PRINTED  FOR  PRIVATE  CIR- 
CULATION (LONDON,  1S96.)  WITH  POR- 
TRAIT FROM  THE  LITHOGRAPH  BY  WILL 
ROTHENSTEIN. 

Owing  to  the  continued  demand  for  these 
essays  (the  first  edition  going  out  of  print 
early  last  spring),  it  has  been  decided  to 
make  a  second  edition,  which  is  now  ready. 

400  COPIES,  FCAP  8V0,  ON  VAN  GELDER 
HAND-MADE  PAPER  DONE  UP  IN  OLD  STYLE 
BLUB  PAPER  BOARDS,  WHITE  LABEL,  UNCUT 
EDGES. 

PRICE,  $2.50  NET. 


//.     THE  HEPTALOGIA, 

OR  THE  SEVEN  AGAINST  SENSE,  A  CAP 
WITH  SEVEN  BELLS.  BY  ALGERNON 
CHARLES  SWINBURNE. 

THAT  a  series  of  such  inimitable  parodies 
should  be  forever  restricted  to  a  few 
undaunted  bibliophiles  would  seem  a  woe- 
ful injustice  to  every  outstanding  lover  of 
Letters.  The  sum  total  of  first  rate  parody 
has  never  run  to  excess  in  English  liter- 
ature. 

The  poets  parodied  are  Lord  Tennyson, 
Robert  Browning,  Walt  Whitman,  Coven- 
try Patmore,  "Owen  Meredith,"  D.  G. 
Rossetti,  and  the  parodist's  self,  yobn 
yonesy  the  parody  upon  Browning,  is  with- 
out doubt  the  choicest  example  of  literary 
banter  in  the  language. 

450  COPIES,  SMALL  qUARTO,  ON  VAN  GEL- 
DER  HAND-MADE  PAPER,  DONE  UP  IN  OLD- 
STYLE  BLUE  PAPER  BOARDS,  WHITE  LABEL, 
UNCUT  EDGES. 

PRICE,  $2.00  NET. 

50  COPIES  ON  JAPAN  (NUMBERED). 

.PRICE,  $4.00  NET. 


///.     THE  GERM:    MDCCCL. 

THOUGHTS  TOWARDS  NATURE  IN  POETRY 
LITERATURE,  AND  ART. 

THE  ORGAN  OF  THB  PRB-RAPHABLITB  BROTHERHOOD. 

THE  Four  Original  Parts  issued  in  1850, 
including  fac-similes  of  the  wrappers, 
and  reproductions  in  Albertype  of  the 
etchings  by  Holman  Hunt,  Ford  Madox 
Brown,  James  Collinson,  and  W.  H.  Dev- 
erell.  It  was  here  that  Rossetti's  Blessed 
Damo^el,  and  Hand  and  Soul,  first  appeared. 
The  rare  second  recension  of  Tbe  Blessed 
Damo^el  in  1856,  with  the  final  1870  text  are 
now  reprinted  in  parallel  columns.  The 
history  of  Tbe  Germ  is  also  retold,  while 
the  contributors'  names  are  fully  identified 
and  an  index  of  authors  concludes  the 
work. 

THE  EDITION  IS  AS  FOLLOWS  : 

450  COPIES,  MEDIUM  OCTAVO,  PRINTED 
ON  VAN  GELDER  HAND-MADE  PAPER,  WITH 
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tXOe  Q5i  W 

EDWARD  CRACROFT  LEFROY  was  a 
young  English  clergyman  and  poety 
who  diedy  barely  thirty-six  years  of  age, 
September  iptb,  i8gi.  Shortly  after,  bis 
Echoes  from  Theocritus"  falling  into  the 
bands  of  John  Addington  Symonds  became, 
through  the  extraordinary  merit  of  the  little 
volume^  {or  so  it  seemed  to  him),  the  subject 
of  one  of  his  latest  and  most  appreciative 
studies  in  literature.^ 

There  was,  as  Mr.  Symonds  and  some  few 
others  before  him  perceived,  a  very  precious 
and  lasting  quality  in  Lefroy's  neglected 
*  work.  Touched  to  the  finest  issues  by  that 
old  Greek  life,  the  antique  world  re-linmed 
its  faded  glories,  its  *brede  of  marble  men 


I.  Echoes  from  Theocritus,  and  Other  Poems. 
London,  i88§.  His  sonnets  first  appeared  in  four 
small  pamphlets,  'Echoes  from  Theocritus,"Cytisus 
and  Galingale,'  'Windows  of  the  Church,'  and 
'Sketches  and  Studies,'  (Blackbeatb :  H.  Burnside, 
188).)  Since  then  we  have  bad  Edward  Cracroft 
Lefroy  His  Life  and  Poems,  bjf  Wilfred  tAustin 
Gill,  London^  '897.  * 

a.  In  the  Key  of  Blue  and  Other  Prose  Essays, 
byjobn  tAddington  Symonds,  pp.  87-1  to.  London, 
1893. 


and  maidens  *  revealed  ibemselves  anew  to 
bim — this  youth  of  To-day. 

If  the  authentic  lyric  cry  of  another 
equally  unknown  poeti  is  absent,  there  is  to 
take  its  place  an  indefinable  harking  back 
to  the  ^violet  land  of  Greece' — the  undying 
countryside  of  Theocritus.  These  thirty  son- 
nets are  each  and  every  signed  by  a  master*  s 
hand.  In  them  the  idyllic  charm  is  surely 
existent.  The  sense  of  foy  and  tears  in 
mortal  things  is  inescapably  there. 

Toet  of  Theocritean  themes,  great  scholar 
of  the  Renaissance,  are  not  the  words  of 
Cleanthes*  hymn  translated  by  one  of  you 
fit  inscription  for  your  twain  resting- 
places  ? — 

"Lead  tbou  me,  God,  Law,  H^eason,  SMoHoh,  Life, 
tAll  names  for  Thee  alike  are  vain  and  hollow : 
Lead  me,  for  I  voill  follow  without  strife. 
Or  if  I  strive,  still  must  I  blindly  follow  l" 

3.  William  Cory,  author  of  lonica,  published 
anonymously  tn  i8sS,  and  re-issued  with  additions 
in  tSgi.  His  version  of  the  epitaph  by  Callimachus 
on  Heracleitus  is  unsurpassed.  kA  forthcoming 
Bibelot  will  presently  deal  with  his  poetry. 

For  December  : 

I.    Memorial  Verses 

ON  THE  Death  of  Theophile  Gautier  : 

II.    Ave  Atque  Vale 

BY  Algernon  Charles  Swinburne. 


ECHOES 

from 

THEOCRITUS. 


Hofa  changed  ts  Nature  from  the  Time  antique  1 
The  world  we  see  to-day  is  dumb  and  cold : 
It  bos  no  word  for  us.    Not  tbus  of  old 
It  won  beart'worsbip  from  tbe  enamoured  Greek. 
Tbrougb  all  fair  forms  be  beard  tbe  beauty  speak; 
To  bim  glad  tidings  of  tbe  unknown  were  told 
By  hobbling  runlets,  or  sublimely  rolled 
In  thunder  from  tbe  cloud-enveloped  peak. 
He  caught  a  message  at  tbe  oak*s  great  girth, 
IVbile  prisoned  Hamadryads  weirdly  sang : 
He  stood  where  'Delphi's  l^oice  bad  chasm-birth, 
*And  &er  strange  vapour  watched  tbe  Sibyl  bang  ; 
Or  where,  ndd  tbrobbings  of  tbe  tremulous  earth, 
The  caldrons  of  'Dodona  pulsed  and  rang. 


EDWARD  CRACROFT   LBFROY. 


THB  thirty  "Echoes  from  Theocritus"  are  all  penetrated 
with  that  purged  Hellenic  sentiment  which  was  the 
note  of  Lefroy's  genius.  They  are  exqtusite  cameos 
in  miniature  carved  upon  fragments  broken  from  the  idylls; 
nor  do  1  disagree  with  a  critic  who  said,  when  they  first 
appeared,  that  "rarely  has  the  great  pastoral  poet  been  so 
freely  transmuted  without  loss  of  his  spell." 

The  artistic  value  of  Lefroy's  work  is  great.  —  Lefrpy 
proved  that  it  is  possible  to  combine  religious  faith  with 
frank  delight  in  natural  loveliness,  to  be  a  Christian 
without  asceticism,  and  a  Greek  without  sensuality.  I  can 
imagine  that  this  will  appear  simple  to  many  of  my  readers. 
They  will  exclaim:  "We  do  not  need  a  minor  poet  like 
Lefroy  to  teach  that  lesson.  Has  not  the  problem  been 
solved  by  thousands?"  Perhaps  it  has.  But  there  is  a 
specific  note,  a  particular  purity,  a  clarified  distinction,  in 
the  amalgam  offered  by  Lefroy.  What  I  have  called  his 
spiritual  apperception  of  sensuous  beauty  was  the  outcome 
of  a  rare  and  exquisite  personality.  It  has  the  translucent 
quality  of  a  gem,  beryl  or  jacinth,  which,  turn  it  to  the  light 
and  view  it  from  all  sides,  retains  one  flawless  colour.  This 
«implicity  and  absolute  sincerity  of  instinct  is  surely  un- 
•common  in  our  perplexed  epoch.  To  rest  for  a  moment 
-upon  the  spontaneous  and  unambitious  poetry  which  flowed 
irom  such  a  nature  cannot  fail  to  refresh  minds  wearied 
with  the  storm  and  stress  of  modem  thought.  To  abide  in 
communion  with  an  individuality  so  finely  and  felicitously 
moulded  must  be  a  source  of  strength  and  soothing  to  those 
even  who  find  themselves  incapable  of  taking  up  exactly 
the  same  fundamental  principles. 

JOHN   ADDINGTON  SVMONDS. 


ECHOES  FROM  THEOCRITUS. 

I. 

BATTUS. 

O  SUN-BROWNED  shepherd,  whose  untutored  grace 
Awoke  the  Singer  of  that  southern  isle, 
What  time  he  lingered  in  his  father's  place, 
And  bore  not  yet  his  music  to  the  Nile : 
How  soon  we  make  in  life  a  tranquil  space 
Whenas,  our  foolish  cares  forgot  the  while, 
We  read  the  legend  of  thy  classic  face. 
And  catch  the  lustre  of  thy  lyric  smile. 
Sing  to  us  still  in  songs  of  tourney-type. 
As  if  the  jealous  Milon  loitered  near, 
Or  let  thy  fingers  twinkle  o*er  the  pipe, 
And  breathe  a  mellow  cadence  sweet  and  clear, 
Till  all  thy  browsing  lambs  forego  the  ripe 
Arbutus  buds,  and  circle  round  to  hear. 


365 


II. 
A  SHEPHERD  MAIDEN. 

ON  shores  of  Sicily  a  shape  of  Greece ! 
Dear  maid,  what  means  this  lonely  communing 
With  winds  and  waves  ?    What  fancy,  what  caprice, 
Has  drawn  thee  from  thy  fellows  ?    Do  they  fling 
Rude  jests  at  thee  ?    Or  seekest  thou  surcease 
Of  drowsy  toil  in  noonday  shepherding? 
Enough :  our  questions  cannot  break  thy  peace ; 
Thou  art  a  shade, — a  long-entombed  thing. 
But  still  we  see  thy  sun-lit  face,  O  sweet. 
Shining  eternal  where  it  shone  of  yore ; 
Still  comes  a  vision  of  blue-veined  feet 
That  stand  for  ever  on  a  pebbly  shore ; 
While  round,  the  tidal  waters  flow  and  fleet 
And  ripple,  ripple,  ripple,  evermore. 
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III. 
DAPHNIS. 

WHEN  Daphnis  comes  adown  the  purple  steep 
From  out  the  rolling  mists  that  wrap  the  dawn, 
Leaving  aloft  his  crag-encradled  sheep, 
Leaving  the  snares  that  vex  the  dappled  fawn, 
He  gives  the  signal  for  the  flight  of  sleep. 
And  hurls  a  windy  blast  from  hunter's  horn 
At  rose-hung  lattices,  whence  maidens  peep 
To  glimpse  the  young  glad  herald  of  the  morn. 
Then  haply  one  will  rise  and  bid  him  take 
A  brimming  draught  of  new-drawn  milk  a-foam ; 
But  fleet  his  feet  and  fain ;  he  will  not  break 
His  patient  fast  at  any  place  but  home, 
Where  his  fond  mother  waits  him  with  a  cake 
And  lucent  honey  dripping  from  the  comb. 
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IV. 

A  SICILIAN  NIGHT. 

COME,  Stand  we  here  within  this  cactns-brake. 
And  let  the  leafy  tangle  cloak  ns  round. 
It  is  the  spot  whereof  the  Seer  spake — 
To  nymph  and  faun  a  nightly  trysting-ground. 
How  still  the  scene  I     No  zephyr  stirs  to  shake 
The  listening  air.    The  trees  are  slnmber-bonnd 
In  soft  repose.    There's  not  a  bird  awake 
To  witch  the  silence  with  a  silver  sound. 
Now  haply  shall  the  vision  trance  our  eyes, 
By  heedless  mortals  all  too  rarely  scanned, 
Of  mystic  maidens  in  immortal  guise, 
Who  mingle  shadowy  hand  with  shadowy  hand, 
And  moving  o'er  the  lilies  circle-wise, 
Beat  out  with  naked  feet  a  saraband. 
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V. 

A  SUMMER  DAY  IN  OLD  SICILY. 

GODS,  what  a  sun  1     I  think  the  world's  aglow. 
This  garment  irks  me.     Phoebus,  it  is  hot  I 
*T  were  sad  if  Glycera  should  find  me  shot 
By  flame-tipped  arrows  from  the  Archer's  bow. 
Perchance  he  envies  me, — the  villain  1     O 
For  one  tree's  shadow  or  a  cliff -side  grot  I 
Where  shall  I  shelter  that  he  slay  me  not  ? 
In  what  cool  air  or  element  ?     I  know. 
The  sea  shall  save  me  from  the  sweltering  land. 
Far  out  I'll  wade,  till  creeping  up  and  up, 
The  cold  green  water  quenches  every  limb. 
Then  to  the  jealous  god  with  lifted  hand 
I'll  pour  libation  from  a  rosy  cup, 
And  leap,  and  dive,  and  see  the  tunnies  swim. 
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VI 

SIMAETHA,  I. 

Idylii. 

GO|  pluck  me  lanrel-leaves,  dear  Thestylis, 
From  any  bough  that  shimmers  in  the  moon ; 
To  dread  Selene  pray  the  while,  and  miss 
No  single  word  of  all  the  magic  rune. 
She,  only  she,  can  grant  the  lover's  boon, 
She,  only  she,  restore  a  maiden's  bliss ; 
He  comes  not  now,  my  sweet,  but  soon,  O  soon, 
He  will  be  waiting,  watching,  for  my  kiss. 
Twelve  days;  ah  1  is  it  twelve,  since  last  we  met? 
Quick  wind  about  the  bowl  the  ruddy  skein ! 
He  has  forgotten :  cruel  to  forget  I 
But  this  red  wool  shall  rouse  him  into  pain. 
This  charm  of  charms  shall  wake  his  passion  yet. 
O  good  my  goddess,  bring  my  Love  again ! 
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VII. 

SIMAETHA,  II. 

Now  take  the  barley  grains,  sweet  Thestylis, 
And  fling  them  right  and  left  upon  the  floor ; 
If  still  he  lingers,  Delphis*  bones  like  this 
Shall  be  disjoined  upon  a  wreck-strewn  shore. 
See  how  I  burn  the  laurel  shoots.     They  hiss 
And  curl  and  crackle,  blasted  to  the  core ; 
And  Delphis'  flesh  shall  wither  up  like  this 
Unless  he  quickly  seeks  my  shamed  door. 
In  brazen  pans  the  wax  is  melting  fast : 
O  gracious  goddess,  bid  thy  work  begin  I 
So  melt  young  Delphis,  till  he  speeds  at  last, 
Beneath  my  window  wails  his  bitter  sin, — 
Begs  me  to  pardon  all  his  folly  past 
And  of  my  clemency  to  let  him  in. 
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viir. 
THE  GOATHERD  IN  LOVE. 
IdylxvL,,  1-7. 

GOOD  Titynis,  attend  these  goats  awhile, 
And  let  me  seek  where  Amaryllis  hides. 
Crannied,  I  guess,  beneath  that  rocky  pile 
With  fern  atop  and  ivy-mantled  sides. 
'Tis  there  most  days  the  merry  girl  abides, 
And  flashes  from  her  cave  a  sudden  smile, 
Which  like  a  pharos-flame  her  lover  guides 
And  makes  him  hope  he  looks  not  wholly  vile. 
If  thou  canst  guard  the  flock  while  I  am  gone, 
I  will  but  notice  how  my  lady  fares. 
Then  hasten  back  and  take  the  crook  anon. 
The  goats  are  tame — the  least  of  all  my  cares, 
rSave  one,  that  tawny  thief ;  keep  watch  upon 
iEf  is  bearing,  lest  he  butt  thee  unawares. 
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IX. 

THE  LOVE-SPELL. 
Idyl  iii.,  28-30. 

I  THOUGHT  upon  my  lady  as  I  strode 
Last  night  from  labour,  and  bemoaned  my  lot, 
Uncertain  if  she  loves  or  loves  me  not. 
Who  gives  no  sign  or  token ;  till  the  road 
Bent  round  and  took  me  past  my  Love's  abode. 
And  then  some  happy  chance,  I  know  not  what, 
Moved  me  to  try  a  spell  long  time  forgot, 
By  which  Love's  issue  may  be  clear  foreshowed. 
I  plucked  a  poppy  from  the  wayside  grass 
And  struck  it  sharply  on  my  naked  arm, 
Striving  to  burst  its  inner  heart.    Alas  I 
The  petals  only  clung  in  painless  calm. 
And  then  I  knew  how  this  could  never  be. 
That  my  dear  Love's  dear  heart  should  break  for  me. 
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X. 

SIMICHIDAS. 
Idyl  vii.,  21-26. 

SIMICHIDAS,  thou  love-demented  loon! 
What  haste  is  this,  when  no  man's  need  doth  call  ? 
Surely  the  gods  have  witched  thee.     'Tis  high  noon. 
No  creature  else  hath  any  strength ^at  all ; 
The  spotted  lizard  sleeps  upon  the  wall ; 
The  skiey  larks  drop  earthward  for  the  boon 
Of  one  still  hour ;  the  ants  forget  to  crawl. 
Naught  stirs  except  the  stones  beneath  thy  shoon. 
Nay,  but  I  know ;  not  love  impels  thee  thus ; 
Thy  journey*s  end  will  bring  a  baser  gain. 
Some  burgher's  feast  or  vintner's  overplus 
Of  trodden  grapes — for  these  thy  feet  are  fain. 
Well,  go  thy  way ;  be  fortunate.     But  us 
This  pleasant  shade  retains  and  shall  retain. 
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XI. 

AGEANAX. 
Idyl  vii.,  52-62. 

DEAR  voyager,  a  lucky  star  be  thine, 
To  Mytilen^  sailing  over  sea, 
Or  foul  or  fair  the  constellations  shine, 
Or  ea^  or  west  the  wind-blown  billows  flee. 
May  halcyon-birds  that  hover  o*er  the  brine 
Diffuse  abroad  their  own  tranquility. 
Till  ocean  stretches  stilly  as  the  wine 
In  this  deep  cup  which  now  we  drain  to  thee. 
From  lip  to  lip  the  merry  circle  through 
We  pass  the  tankard  and  repeat  thy  name ; 
And  having  pledged  thee  once,  we  pledge  anew, 
Lest  in  thy  friends'  neglect  thou  suffer  shame. 
God-speed  to  ship,  good  health  to  pious  crew. 
Peace  by  the  way,  and  port  of  noble  fame  1 


375 


XII. 

COMATAS. 
Idyl  vii.,  78-82. 

IN  the  great  cedar  chest  for  one  whole  year 
The  pious  goatherd  by  his  lord  confined^ 
Because  he  reckoned  not  his  flock  more  dear 
Than  the  dear  Muse  he  served  with  loyal  mind,. 
Was  fed  by  ministers  whom  none  can  bind — 
The  blunt-faced  bees  that  came  from  far  and  near. 
Spreading  the  Muse's  signal  on  the  wind, 
And  found  a  crevice,  and  distilled  the  clear 
Sweet  juice  of  flowers  to  feed  the  prisoned  thrall, 
Till  the  slow  months  went  round  and  he  was  free. 
Then,  tuneful  herds,  spare  not  the  fold  and  stall 
For  sacrifice,  nor  fear  your  lord  may  see ; 
The  Muse  can  save  her  servants  when  they  call — 
The  Muse  who  sped  that  long  captivity. 
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XIII. 

AT  THE  SHRINE  OF  PAN. 
Idyl  vii.,  106-108. 

O  GOATISH  god,  I  pray  you  I     Grant  my  prayer, 
And  in  my  view  great  Zeus  is  less  divine : 
Reject  it, — at  your  peril, — if  you  dare  I 
And  look  no  more  for  any  gift  of  mine. 
And  who  will  then  support  this  paltry  shrine  ? 
Though  you  yourself  subsist  on  frugal  fare. 
Others  have  wants,  and  as  the  wise  opine, 
*Tis  never  well  to  leave  the  cupboard  bare. 
Few  thieves  will  quite  good-humouredly  forego 
Their  wonted  booty  from  the  sacred  sod ; 
And  herb-whips  sting ;  I  think  at  least  you  know 
With  what  effect  some  boys  can  wield  the  rod. 
Observe  in  time  how  thick  these  nettles  grow. 
And  flee  the  shame  that  waits  a  pauper  god. 
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XIV. 

AT  THE  FARM  OF  PHRASIDAMUS. 

Idyl  vii.,  133-146. 

WHERE  elm  and  poplar  branch  to  branch  have  grown. 
In  cool  deep  shade  the  shepherds  take  their  rest 
On  beds  of  fragrant  vine-leaves  newly  strown, 
Till  the  great  sun  declineth  in  the  west. 
From  thorny  thickets  round,  as  if  opprest 
By  secret  care,  the  ring-dove  maketh  moan ; 
With  sudden  cry  from  some  remoter  nest 
The  nooning  owlet  hunts  in  dreams  alone ; 
A  merry  noise  the  burnt  cicalas  make, 
While  honeyed  horns  are  droning  everywhere ; 
The  fruit-trees  bend  as  though  foredoomed  to  break 
With  burden  heavier  than  their  strength  can  bear, 
And  if  the  faintest  zephyr  seem  to  shake, 
Drop  down  an  apple  now,  and  now  a  pear. 
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XV. 

THE  SINGING-MATCH,  I. 
Idyl  viii. 

FROM  upland  pastures,  where  the  flocks  are  wending, 
Slow-footed  ways  through  heather-bells  and  fern, 
Comes  down  a  sound  with  sea-born  murmurs  blending 
Of  lips  that  make  sweet  melody  in  turn. 
*Tis  Daphnis  with  Menalcas  sharp-contending 
For  the  bright  flute  which  both  are  keen  to  earn ; 
While  hard  at  hand  a  goatherd  tarries,  bending 
Rapt  ears  of  judgment  while  the  singers  burn. 
Menalcas,  first,  hymns  Love  and  all  the  blessing 
Which  haps  to  field  and  fold  where  Love's  feet  stray ; 
He  tells  of  dearth  and  leanness  clear  confessing 
What  ills  befall,  should  Love  despised  betray ; 
Ah,  poor  the  man,  though  land  and  gold  possessing, 
In  whose  demesne  no  Love  consents  to  stay. 
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XVI. 

THE  :^INGING-MATCH,  II. 

THEN  Daphnis  strikes  the  note  of  one  that  plaineth. 
Whose  Love  is  not  the  Love  he  hoped  to  find ; 
A  Love  which  after  blandishment  disdaineth 
To  bless  the  heart  too  readily  resigned. 
Slight  snares  indeed  are  they  which  Eros  feigneth, 
For  well  he  knows  that  lover's  eyes  are  blind. 
But  none  the  captured  beast  more  keenly  paineth 
Than  Love's  entrapment  cruelly  unkind. 
All  things  have  grief  at  times.     When  high  winds  shake  it. 
The  grove  is  grieved  with  plaintive  murmurings ; 
So  grieves  the  woodland  bird  when  fowlers  take  it. 
To  feel  the  net  encompassing  its  wings ; 
And  so  the  heart  when  peace  and  joy  forsake  it 
At  Love's  enravishment.     Thus  Daphnis  sings. 
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XVII. 

THE  SINGING-MATCH,  III. 

AND  last  the  goatherd,  like  as  one  awoken 
From  sylvan  slumbers  on  a  summer  day, 
Whose  sleep  is  filled  with  birds,  and  only  broken 
Because  the  thrushes  all  have  flown  away, — 
Uplifts  his  head,  and  with  a  word  soft-spoken 
Declares  the  victor  in  the  bloodless  fray : 
*  Thine  is  the  flute,  O  Daphnis  !    Take  the  token, 
For  thou  hast  conquered  with  the  crowning  lay. 
And,  O,  if  thou  wilt  teach  to  carol  brightly 
This  mouth  of  mine,  as  through  the  fields  we  go, 
To  thee  shall  fall  a  monster  goat  that  nightly 
Makes  every  milking-bowl  to  overflow.' 
Then  clapped  the  lad  his  hands,  and  leapt  as  lightly 
As  weanling  fawns  that  leap  around  the  doe. 
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XVIII. 

MENALCAS. 
Idyl  viii.,  63-66. 

WITH  limbs  oat-stretched  along  the  thymy  ground 
The  dog  Lampums  slumbers  in  the  shade, 
While  tender  ewes  unchecked  by  warning  sound 
Go  wandering  idly  through  the  sylvan  glade, 
In  guileless  ignorance  all  undismayed 
By  cruel  beasts  that  hold  the  copse  around 
And  make  the  herd  Menalcas  half-afraid — 
The  boyish  herd  who  cries :  '  O  heedless  hound, 
Is  this  thy  helping  of  my  timorous  youth — 
To  let  the  flock  disperse  the  woods  among, 
With  no  preventing  feet,  no  faithful  tongue  ? 
The  very  wolves  might  show  a  deeper  ruth. 
And  spare  to  raven  with  ensanguined  tooth, 
Seeing  the  shepherd  of  the  sheep  is  young.' 
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XIX. 

THE  TOMB  OF  DIOCLES. 
Idyl  xily  27-33. 

HERE,  stranger,  pause,  and  take  a  moment's  ease 
With  pleasant  thinking  on  a  good  man  dead. 
This  marble  marks  the  tomb  of  Diodes ; 
Say  not  that  virtue  sleeps  unhallowed ! 
The  grateful  tribes  delight  with  arts  like  these 
To  deck  the  pillow  of  a  noble  head. 
Nor  are  these  all ;  beneath  yon  arching  trees 
The  merriest  chorus  of  the  spring  is  led. 
For  on  a  day  from  country  cots  around 
Come  troops  of  ruddy  children  fair  of  face, 
And  forming  rings  about  this  holy  ground. 
Contest  the  guerdon  of  a  bright  embrace ; 
And  whoso  kisseth  with  the  deftest  grace 
Goes  homeward  to  his  mother,  happy,  crowned. 
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XX. 

HYLAS. 

Idyl  ziii. 

WHAT  pool  is  this  by  galingale  surronnded, 
With  parsley  and  tall  iris  overgrown  ? 
It  is  the  pool  whose  wayward  nymphs  confounded 
The  quest  of  Heracles  to  glat  their  own 
Desire  of  love.     Its  depths  hath  no  man  sounded 
Save  the  young  Mysian  argonaut  alone, 
When  round  his  drooping  neck  he  felt,  astounded, 
The  cruel  grasp  that  sank  him  like  a  stone. 
Through  all  the  land  the  Hero  wandered,  crying 
'  Hylas  ! '  and  *  Hylas  I '  till  the  close  of  day. 
And  thrice  there  came  a  feeble  voice  replying 
From  watery  caverns  where  the  prisoner  lay ; 
Yet  to  his  ear  it  seemed  but  as  the  sighing 
Of  zephyrs  through  the  forest  far  away. 
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XXI. 

THE  TUNNY-FISHERS. 
Idyl  xxi. 

IN  mde  log-cabin  by  the  lone  sea-shore 
Two  aged  fishers  slept  the  sleep  of  toll. 
Rough  was  their  life,  and  scant  their  household  store, 
Scarce  aught  but  hooks  and  nets  and  seamen's  coil. 
To  one  of  these  came  visions  of  strange  spoil ; 
He  caught  a  fish — such  fish  as  none  before 
Caught  ever,  bright  with  sheen  and  glittering  foil, 
A  golden  fish ;  and  made  high  vows  no  more 
To  sail  the  seas,  but  spend  the  troven  gold ; 
Then  woke  and  wept  to  starve  or  be  forsworn. 
To  whom  his  fellow :  '  Surely,  being  old, 
Thou  drivellest.    Vow  and  vision  both  are  born 
Of  air.    Catch  living  fish  or  die.'    And  cold 
Through  eastern  windows  crept  the  ashy  dawn. 
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XXI  r. 
THE  YOUTH  OF  HERACLES. 
Idylxxw.j  I0I-I02. 

AS  when  in  flowerful  gardens,  lofty-girt 
With  thicket-hedge  of  ilex,  oak,  and  vine. 
Where  northern  breezes  do  no  mortal  hurt. 
And  warmer  suns  have  constant  leave  to  shine, 
A  tender  sapling,  be  it  larch  or  pine, 
Shoots  always  upward  with  a  daily  spirt. 
Thanks  to  the  woven  boughs  that  round  it  twine, 
Thanks  to  the  shelter  of  its  leafy  skirt : 
So  in  a  tranquil  and  secluded  place, 
Where  never  pierced  the  faintest  note  of  harm. 
The  Argive  hero  grew  and  waxed  apace. 
Enclosed  and  compassed  by  Alcmena's  arm ; 
And  knew  not  as  he  watched  the  mother's-face 
The  mother 's-love  that  fenced  him  from  alarm. 
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XXIII. 

THE  FLUTE  OF  DAPHNIS. 
Epigram  ii. 

1AM  the  flute  of  Daphnis.     On  this  wall 
He  nailed  his  tribute  to  the  great  god  Pan, 
What  time  he  grew  from  boyhood,  shapely,  tall. 
And  felt  the  first  deep  ardonrs  of  a  man. 
Through  adult  veins  more  swift  the  song-tide  ran,- 
A  vernal  stream  whose  swollen  torrents  call 
For  instant  ease  in  utterance.    Then  began 
That  course  of  triumph  reverenced  by  all. 
Him  the  gods  loved,  and  more  than  other  men 
Blessed  with  the  flower  of  beauty,  and  endowed 
His  soul  of  music  with  the  strength  of  ten. 
Now  on  a  festal  day  I  see  the  crowd 
Look  fondly  at  my  resting-place,  and  when 
I  think  whose  lips  have  pressed  me,  I  am  proud. 
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XXIV. 

A  SACRED  GROVE. 
Epigram  iv. 

1KNOW  a  spot  where  Love  delights  to  dream,. 
Because  he  finds  his  fancies  happen  true. 
Within  its  fence  no  myrtle  ever  grew 
That  failed  in  wealth  of  flower ;  no  sunny  beam 
Has  used  its  vantage  vainly.     You  might  deem 
Yourself  a  happy  plant  and  blossom  too, 
Or  be  a  bird  and  sing  as  thrushes  do, 
So  sweet  in  that  fair  place  doth  nature  seem. 
A  matted  vine  invests  the  rocks  above, 
And  tries  to  kiss  a  runlet  leaping  through 
With  endless  laughter.    Hither  at  noon  comes  Love, 
And  woos  the  god  who  is  not  hard  to  woo, 
Taking  his  answer  from  the  nested  dove 
That  ever  hymneth  skies  for  ever  blue. 
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XXV. 

A  SYLVAN  REVEL. 
Epigram  v. 

WHAT  ho  1  my  shepherds,  sweet  it  were 
To  fill  with  song  this  leafy  glade. 
Bring  harp  and  flute.    The  gods  have  made 
An  hour  for  music.     Daphnis  there 
Shall  give  the  note  with  jocund  blare 
From  out  his  horn.    The  rest  will  aid 
With  fifes  and  drums,  and  charm  the  shade, 
And  rout  the  dusky  wings  of  care. 
We'll  pipe  to  fox  and  wolf  and  bear, 
We'll  wake  the  wood  with  rataplan, 
Fetch  every  beast  from  every  lair, 
Make  every  creature  dance  who  can, 
Set  every  Satyr's  hoof  in  air, 
And  tickle  both  the  feet  of  Pan  I 
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XXVI. 

THYRSIS. 
Epigram  vi. 

SAD  Thyrsis  weeps  till  his  bine  eyes  are  dim, 
Because  the  wolf  has  torn  his  pride  away,— 
The  little  kid  so  apt  for  sport  and  play, 
Which  knew  his  voice  and  loved  to  follow  him. 
Who  would  not  weep  that  cruel  Fate  and  grim 
Should  end  her  pranks  on  this  unhappy  day, 
And  give  her  tender  innocence  a  prey 
For  savage  jaws  to  harry  limb  from  limb  ? 
Yet  think,  O  shepherd,  how  thy  tears  are  vain 
To  rouse  the  dead  or  bring  the  slain  again ; 
Beyond  all  hope  her  body  lies,  alack  1 
Devoured  she  is ;  no  bones  of  her  remain. 
The  leaping  hounds  are  on  the  murderer's  track, 
But  will  they,  can  they,  bear  thy  darling  back  ? 
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XXVII. 

CLEONICUS. 

Epigram  ix. 

LET  sailors  watch  the  waning  Pleiades, 
And  keep  the  shore.    This  man,  made  over-bold 
By  godless  pride,  and  too  much  greed  of  gold. 
Setting  his  gains  before  his  health  and  ease. 
Ran  up  his  sails  to  catch  the  whistling  breeze : 
Whose  corpse,  ere  now,  the  restless  waves  have  rolled 
From  deep  to  deep,  while  all  his  freight,  unsold. 
Is  tossed  upon  the  tumult  of  the  seas.' 
Such  fate  had  one  whose  avaricious  eyes 
Lured  him  to  peril  in  a  mad  emprise. 
Yea,  from  the  Syrian  coast  to  Thasos  bound, 
He  slipped  his  anchor  with  rich  merchandise, 
While  the  wet  stars  were  slipping  from  the  skies. 
And  with  the  drowning  stars  untimely  drowned. 
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XXVIII. 

THE  EPITAPH  OF  EUSTHENES. 
Epigram  xi. 

A  BARD  is  buried  here,  not  strong,  but  sweet ; 
A  Teacher  too,  not  great,  but  gently  wise ; 
This  modest  stone  (the  burghers  thought  it  meet) 
May  tell  the  world  where  so  much  virtue  lies. 
His  happy  skill  it  was  in  mart  and  street 
To  scan  men's  faces  with  a  true  surmise. 
Follow  the  spirit  to  its  inmost  seat. 
And  read  the  soul  reflected  in  the  eyes. 
No  part  had  he  in  catholic  renown, 
Which  none  but  god-inspired  poets  share ; 
Not  his  to  trail  the  philosophic  gown, 
That  only  sages  of  the  School  may  wear; 
But  his  at  least  to  fill  an  alien  town 
With  friends,  who  make  his  tomb  their  loving  care. 
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XXIX. 

THE  MONUMENT  OF  CLEITA. 
Epigram  xviii. 

HERE  Cleita  sleeps.     You  ask  her  life  and  race  ? 
Read  on,  and  learn  a  simple  tale  and  true. 
A  nurse  she  was  from  the  far  land  of  Thrace, 
Who  tended  little  Medeus  while  he  grew 
A  healthy,  happy  child,  and  did  imbue 
His  nascent  mind  with  godliness  and  grace ; 
So  fencing  him  from  evil  that  he  knew 
No  word  of  what  is  impious  or  base. 
And  when  at  length,  her  tale  of  years  all  told, 
She  came  to  lie  in  this  reposeful  spot. 
Young  Medeus,  still  a  child,  but  sagely  old, 
Upreared  this  monument,  that  unforgot 
The  care  beyond  his  recompense  of  gold 
Might  live  a  memory  and  perish  not. 
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XXX. 

THE  GRAVE  OF  HIPPONAX. 
Epigram  xxi. 

HERE  lies  a  bard,  Hipp^nax — honoured  name  t 
Sweet  were  the  songs  that  won  him  endless  praise^ 
And  yet  his  life  was  sweeter  than  his  lays. 
Traveller,  a  question  fronts  thee :  Canst  thou  claim 
Kinship  with  such  in  conduct  void  of  blame  ? 
If  not,  forbear  this  precinct ;  go  thy  ways ; 
Lest  some  bright  watcher  of  the  tomb  should  raise 
A  jealous  hand  to  cover  thee  with  shame. 
But  if  thy  soul  is  free  from  shade  of  guilt, 
Or,  having  sinned,  hath  been  at  length  forgiven, 
To  thee  all  rights  of  common  kin  belong; 
Lay  down  thy  weary  limbs,  and,  if  thou  wilt. 
Let  slumber  wrap  them  round,  nor  fear  that  Heaven 
Will  suffer  any  sprite  to  do  thee  wrong. 
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each  copy  numbered  and  signed  by  Mr.  Gibson,  to- 
gether with  artist's  proof. 

Price  ;J5io.oo. 
sent  carriage  paid  on  receipt  of  price. 

R.   H.   RUSSELL, 

3  West  29TH  Street,         -  -         New  York. 


HE  SHADOWS  OF  THE  TREES 
AND  OTHER  POEMS  ^  BY 
ROBERT  BURNS   WILSON    ^ 
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A  charming  book  of  natnre  poems,  with 
twelve  beautiful  illustrations  from  nature  by 
C.  Grant  La  Farge,  reproduced  in  photograv- 
ure. Green  and  gold  cloth,  5^  x  7}  inches,  160 
pages. 

PRICE  ;^i.5o. 

EDITION-DE-LUXE 

Limited  to  250  copies,  on  Dickinson*s  hand- 
made paper. 

PRICE  1(52.50. 

SENT  CARRIAGE  PAID  ON  RECEIPT  OP  PRICE. 
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Stories  from  American  History 

JUST  READY. 

A  SERIES  FOR  EVERY  AMERICAN  LIBRARY, 
PUBLIC  OR  PRIVATE. 

CLOTH,  12mo,  81.50  EACH. 

BUCCANEERS  AND  PIRATES  OF  OUR 
COASTS.  By  Frank  R.  Stockton.  Illustrated 
by  G.  Varian  and  B.  W.  Clinedinst. 

DE  SOTO  AND  HIS  MEN  IN  THE  LAND  OF 
FLORIDA.  By  Grace  King,  author  of  "New 
Orleans,"  etc.    Illustrated  by  George  Gibbs. 

TALES  OF  THE  ENCHANTED  ISLES  OF  THE 
ATLANTIC.  By  Thomas  Wentworth  Hig- 
ginson.     Illustrated  by  Albert  Herter. 

THE  STORY  OF  OLD  FORT  LOUDON.  A  tale 
of  the  Cherokees  and  the  Pioneers  of  Tennessee, 
1760.  By  Charles  Egbert  Craddock,  author 
of  "Where  the  Battle  was  Fought,"  "The  Prophet 
of  the  Great  Smoky  Mountain,"  etc.  Illustrated 
by  E.  C.  Peixotto. 

PREyiOUSLY  ISSUED: 

SOUTHERN  SOLDIER  STORIES.  By  George 
Cary  Eggleston.  Illustrated  by  R.  F.  Zog- 
baum. 

YANKEE  SHIPS  AND  YANKEE  SAILORS. 
Tales  of  18 12.  By  Frank  Barnes.  Illustrated 
by  R.  F.  Zogbaum  and  C.  T.  Chapman. 

PUBUSHED  BY 

Tbe  Hacilllan  GoipanL     66  Fiftli  Avenne,  Nev  TorL 


NEW   BOOKS  OF   ESSAYS. 


VORLDLY  VAYS  AND  BY-WAYS 

Bv  EnoT  Gregory  C'An  Idler").  The  "Idler's"  papers 
on  the  philosophy  of  fashion,  folly  and  foibles,  have  al- 
ready attracted  wide-spread  attention  in  the  columns  of 
the  New  York  Evening  Post.  They  may  be  read  with 
profit  and  pleasure  for  their  shrewdness,  p>oint,  sym- 

{>athetic  quality  and  the  fundamental  seriousness  under- 
ying  their  sprightly  treatment.  i2mo,  $1.50. 

MUSIC  AND  MANNERS  IN  THE  CLASSI- 
CAL PERIOD 

Essays  \iy  H.  .£.  Krbhbibl.  Contents:  A  Poet's  Mu- 
sic, Haydn  in  London,  Beethoven  and  his  Biographer,  A 
Mozart  Centenary,  Da  Ponte,  Mozart's  Librettist,  Re- 
flections m  Weimar,  etc. 

As  the  title  implies,  this  is  more  than  a  book  of  essays 
on  musical  topics;  its  interest  is  personal,  literary  and  so- 
cial as  well.  There  are  twelve  essays,  several  of  which 
are  founded  upon  material  recently  come  to  light,  and  the 
collection  gives  a  forceful  series  of  human  pictures  from 
the  time  of  the  poet  Gray  to  Beethoven.         tamo,  I1.50. 

MISS  AMERICA 

By  Albxandbr  Black.  Pen  and  Camera  Sketches 
of  the  American  Girl.  The  very  diverse  activities  of  the 
American  Girl — social,  intellectual,  aesthetic,  literary,  ath- 
letic, and  what  not^upply  Mr.  Black  with  an  entertain- 
ing theme,  upon  which  he  philosophizes  with  shrewdness 
and  humor.  Accompanying  these  clever  comments  is  a 
series  of  photo^ni^phs  of  typical  American  girls  that  form 
an  unusually  piquant  and  varied  group  of  illustrations. 
With  75  illustrations.  8vo»  $2.50. 


CHARLES  SCRIBNER'S  SONS, 
J53-J57  Fifth  Avenue,       -        -       New  York* 


THE  ARTIST.   AN  ILLUSTRATED  MONTH- 
LY  RECORD   OF  THE   ARTS,   CRAFTS 
AND  INDUSTRIES 


Established  i8  years  ago  in  England,  The  Artist  has 
always  closely  identified  itself  with  the  movement  inaugurated 
by  the  late  William  Morris  and  others  for  the  application  ot 
Art  to  commercial  and  industrial  products.  Its  record  em- 
braces what  is  being  done  in  France,  Germany  and  Belgium 
as  well  as  England. 

AN  AMERICAN  EDITION, 

Commencing  with  September  of  this  year,  is  published 
monthly.  This  mcludes  a  survey  of  art  tendencies  and  ac- 
complishments in  this  country,  which  will  be  gradually  ex- 
tended in  scope  and  thoroughness  until  it  is  adequately 
representative  of  American  Art. 

SOME  CONTENTS  OF  THE  SEPTEMBER 

NUMBER : 

Henry  Ryland,  Art  Worker :  Sir  Walter  Raleigh's  house 
in  Youghal ;  Some  American  Posters ;  Arts  and  Crafts  in 
Paris  ;  jewelry  at  the  Salon ;  The  Dyeing  of  Fabrics :  Arts  and 
Crafts  in  Vienna ;  Simplicity  in  Furniture ;  The  Making  of 
Wall  Papers ;  Applied  Art  at  the  R.  A. ;  Photography  for 
Amateurs. 

SOME  CONTENTS  OF  THE  OCTOBER 
NUMBER : 

American  Survey ;  Robert  F.  Blum ;  Charles  Volkmar,  etc. 
English  Art  through  French  Glasses;  The  Work  of  Leon 
L'Hermitte ;  In  Memoriam  Felicien  Rops ;  Francois  Auburtin 
and  his  Decoration  of  the  Ampi theatre  de  Zoologie ;  A  holi- 
day visit  to  Kelmscott  Manor ;  A  Wood  Carver's  Ideals ;  etc. 

83.^0  a  Year.  55  Cents  a  Cap/, 


— PUBLISHED   BY — 

TRUSLOVE   &   COMBA, 

65   FIFTH   AVENUB,  -  -  -  NEW   YORK. 


CROWN  OCTAVO,  WITH   PORTRAIT,  |l.2S  NET,  POST-PAID. 

New  and  Revised  Edition  Immediately. 

The  Life  of  James  Thomson  (^*  V*^) 

BY  HENRY  S.  SALT. 

'HIS  new  and  revised  Life  of  the  sombre 
genius  who  created  The  City  of  Dread- 
ful Nigbt — that  **  black  pearl  of  Pes- 
simism "  as  it  has  been  fitly  called, — 
places  before  us,  his  admirers,  a  large  mass  of 
information  heretofore  found  only  in  the  scarce 
octavo  edition  issued  in  1889,  now  long  since  out 
of  print. 

Mr.  Salt  is  recognized  as  an  authority  on  his 
subject,  having  been  entrusted  with  material,  and 
favored  with  confidences  from  friends  of  the  poet, 
otherwise  inaccessible. 

London :  A.  &  H.  B.  Bonner,  1898. 


IN  PRE  PAR  A  TION: 
(price  to  be  announced  later  on.) 
tj4  New  and  Cheaper  Edition  of 

The  Gty  of  Dreadful  Night* 

With  a  selection   from   the    Shorter  Poems. 
London:  Bertram  Dobell,  77  Charing  Cross  Road. 

orders    for    both    works  taken    by    MR.    MOSHER. 


PHILOSOPHICAL 

PORTRAIT  SERIES. 

SIXTY-EIGHT  large  (ii  x  14  in.),  handsome,  Pho- 
togravure   Portraits    of   the    World's    Great 
Philosophers   and   Representative    Psycholo- 
gists.     Reproduced,  after  careful  searching,  from 
the  best  and  rarest  sources. 

Suitable  for  framing  and  banging  in  Trivaie  and  Tub- 
.  lie  Libraries^  Lecture  Rooms,  etCf  and  for  preser- 
vation in  'Portfolios. 

Sold  separately  {twenty-five  cents  eacb),  or  in  sets.    Full 
sets  $j.^o  to  $1  r.oOt  according  to  paper. 

SEND  FOR  DESCRIPTiyE  CIRCULAR. 


WORDS  OP  PRAISE. 

•'I  have  received  the  first  installment  of  the  series  of  por- 
traits of  philosophers,  and  am  very  much  pleased  with  them." 
— Professor  David  G.  Ritchie^  St.  Andrews,  Scotland. 

"I  congratulate  you  on  the  magnificent  character  of  the 

f)ortraits,  and  I  feel  proud  to  have  such  adornments  for  my 
ecture  room."—/.  /.  McNuliy,  Professor  of  Philosophy  in  the 
College  of  the  City  of  New  York. 


The  Open  Gnirt  Publishing^  G>«^ 

824  Dearborn  Street,  Ohioasro,  HI. 


COLLECTORS   &*  COLLECTING 

AN  ESSAY  BY 

EDWIN   C.   BOLLES. 

TO  WHICH  ARE  ADDED,  THAT  THE  ANTIDOTE  MAY  ACCOM- 
PANY THE  BANE,  A  FEW  REMARKS  BY  A  COLLECTOR'S  WIFE. 

^ ^ 

THE  author  has  believed  this  essay  to  differ  so 
much  from  others  on  the  same  theme  as  to 
warrant  its  publication.  It  has  been  printed  in 
the  daintiest  style  of  modern  typography;  and 
anticipates  criticism  by  adding  to  its  pages  the 
comments  of  one  well  qualified  to  judge  of  the 
domestic  bearings  of  the  subject. 


THE  EDITION  CONSISTS  OF: 

300    numbered    copies,    printed    on    linen   laid 
paper,  small  quarto,  done  up  in  hand-made  paper 

wrappers,  uncut  edges, 

« 

PRICE  65  CENTS  NET. 

20  copies  on  Japan  vellum, 

PRICE  ^2.50  NET. 

The  type  has  been  distributed.     Sent  post-paid, 
on  receipt  of  net  price. 

Rev.  Dr.  EDWIN  C.  BOLLES, 
20  North  High  Street,  Melrose,  Mass. 
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HARPER'S  MAGAZINE 


35  cents  a  copy,  $4.00  a  year. 


HARPER'S  WEEKLY 


10  cents  a  copy,  $4.00  a  year. 
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I    MEMORIAL  VERSES  ON  THE 
DEATH  OF  THEOPHILE  GAUTIER 

11.    AVE  ATQUE  VALE 
BY  A.  a  SWINBUKNE      • 


Published  MpriTHLY 

•   1899.:        -/"■■;:  . 

StiBsatiPTipiw  for  1890  at  lb*  regiikr 
price,  $6  cents  in  aaTn|oe;  postoaid» 
are  taken/or  U^e  compttte  yeigt  tmfyi,  After 
March  X,  th«  rate  will1>e  7$  ceiite,KFfaich 
wiU  <m  compZedoii  of  Vcaume  V  |>«  ad- 
vanced to  ^t  .00  pet. 

forewn  sttMeriptiona  tor  1899  an  ty 
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V<A.lt  289$,  4to,  antlqtie  bbar^a,  J3.S0 
Vol  Ht  1S96, 4to>  antique  boaitb,  J^2.oq 
Vot  III,  1897, 4to,  antique  boards,^  'ft.$o 
Vol  IV, '  1898, 4t<},  antique  boards  tt.s^  - 

If  in  wrappers,  50  cents  lesa  per  ^ome.- 

<^    -        BACK  NtJMBERS. 

Separate  i8«u^  of  VoL  I^  35  cents  jtet.     r 
Separate  issueff  of  Vol.  1 1»  lib  cents  nfet 
All  other  back  niiinb«M>  io  otata  net  .'V  . . 
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HOLIDAY  LIST  OF  BOOKS  ISSUED  IN 
CHOICE  AND  LIMITED  EDITIONS  BY 
THOMAS  B.  MOSHER,  AT  XLV  EXCHANGE 
STREET,  PORTLAND,  MAINE,  SEASON  OF 
MDCCCXCVIII. 


ALL  BOOKS  ARE  SENT  POSTPAID 
BY  THE  PUBLISHER  ON  RECEIPT 
OF  NET  PRICE. 


The  Old  World  Series. 

THE  Old  World  Series  is  in  format,  a 
narrow  Fcap,  8vo,  printed  from  new 
type  on  a  size  of  Van  Gelder  paper  made 
for  this  edition  only.  Original  head-bands 
and  tail-pieces  have  been  freely  used  with 
the  best  effects,  and  each  issue  has  its  spec- 
ial cover  design.  Bound  in  flexible  Japan 
Vellum  with  silk  ribbon  marker,  white 
parchment  wrappers,  gold  seals  and  in  slide 
cases,  an  almost  ideal  volume  is  offered  the 
book-lover. 

THE  FIRST  EDITION  IS  AS   FOLLOWS  : 

925  COPIES,  VAN  GELDER  PAPER,  AT  $I.OONET. 
100  COPIES   ON  JAPAN   VELLUM,    AT   $2.50   NET. 


FOUR  NEW  VOLUMES  NOW  READY. 

XI.     THE  HOUSE  OF  LIFE. 

A  SONNET-SEqUENCS  BY  DANTE  GABRIEL 
ROSSETTI. 

The  entire  text,  as  it  originally  existed  in 
the  mind  of  Rossetti,  consists  of  102  son- 
nets. It  is  a  well  known  fact  that  the  poet 
was  injudiciously  influenced  by  a  wretched 
contemporary  criticism,  (afterwards  re- 
tracted,) into  needlessly  revising  some, 
and  entirely  omitting  one,  of  the  sonnets. 
This  omitted  sonnet  has  been  restored,  and 
thus  an  ungarbled  sequence  is  once  more 
accessible  to  American  readers. 


XII.     MODERN  LOVE 

AND    OTHER   POEMS   CHOSEN    FROM   THE 
WORKS  OF  GEORGE  MEREDITH. 

A  FAITHFUL  reprint  of  the  original  text 
of  these  fifty  magnificent  sonnets 
together  with  eleven  poems  from  Mr. 
Meredith's  earliest  volume, — the  now  in- 
accessible 'Poems  of  i8^i» 

Kill     THE  STORY  OF  MY  HEART. 

MY       AUTOBIOGRAPHY,        BY       RICHARD 
JEFFERIBS. 

*  *  T  N  the  history  of  literature  one  happens, 
X  from  time  to  time,  upon  a  book  which 
has  been  written  because  the  author  had  no 
choice  but  to  write  it.  There  was  no  rest 
for  him  day  or  night,  so  soon  as  the  book 
was  complete  in  his  mind,  until  he  sat  down 
to  write  it.** 

(sir  WALTER  BBSANT.) 


XI I/.   undi:rneath  the  bough. 

A  BOOK  OF  VERSES  BY  MICHAEL  FIELD. 

THESE  exquisite  lyrics  are  now  put  forth 
under  Michael  Field's  authorization, 
and  this  is  the  first  edition  offered  to  Amer- 
ican book-lovers.  A  large  number  of  new 
poems  are  here  given  for  the  first  time, 
and  the  entire  volume  has  been  re-arrang- 
ed by  the  author. 

In  a  short  preface,  the  author  very  grace- 
fully alludes  to  this  appreciation  from  over 
sea: 


f 


**tMeanwbiie,  readers  from  further  England 
— if  tbey  will  pardon  my  so  classing  tbem — 
bave  given  me  ibat  joy  of  listetung  denied  to 
ms  in  my  own  island;  and  to  tbem  I  offer 
tbis  hook  of  lyrics^  adding  such  new  songs  as 
I  count  my  sweetest  to  those  of  "  The  Old 
fVorld  Series**  some  of  which,  I  bave  reason 
to  hope,  bave  won  place  in  their  hearts" 


PREVIOUS  VOLUMES  : 


/.  RUBAIYAT.    (FitzGcrald  Version.) 

//.  A  UCA  SSIN  A  ND  NICOLE  TE, 

in.  THE  NE  W  LIFE. 

IV.  BALLADS  AND  L  YRICS  OF  OLD  FRANCE. 

V.  THE  K AS  ID  AH. 

VI.  SYLVIE. 

VII.  THE  SONNE  TS  OF  MICHAEL  ANGELO. 

VII L  HELEN  OF  TROY. 

IX.  A  TA  LA  NT  A  IN  CA  L  YDON 

X.  SONNE  TS  FROM  THE  FOR  TUGUESE. 


(^ft 


Reprint  of  Privately  Printed  Books. 

IN  issuing  these  Reprints  of  Privately  Print- 
ed Books  it  has  seemed  expedient  to 
improve  upon  t\iQ  format  of  some  of  the  rare 
works  that  Mr.  Mosher  will  eventually  in- 
clude in  the  Series.  Whenever  greater 
typographical  excellence  is  attained  by  fol- 
lowing the  original  edition,  it  will  be  faith- 
fully reproduced,  as  in  Pater's  Essays  from 
the  Guardian.  To  have  done  this  however 
with  The  Heptalogia  and  The  Germy  would 
have  resulted  in  a  very  decided  disappoint- 
ment to  the  book-lover.  All  volumes  are 
printed  on  Van  Gelder  hand-made  papers, 
and  original  head-bands,  tail-pieces  and 
initials  have  been  freely  used  to  secure  the 
best  artistic  effects. 


/.    ESSAYS  FROM  THE  GUARDIAN. 

BY  WALTER  PATER.  REPRINTED  FROM 
THE  EDITION  PRINTED  FOR  PRIVATE  CIR- 
CULATION (LONDON,  1896.)  WITH  POR- 
TRAIT FROM  THE  LITHOGRAPH  BY  WILL 
ROTHENSTEIN. 

Owing  to  the  continued  demand  for  these 
essays  (the  first  edition  going  out  of  print 
early  last  spring),  it  has  been  decided  to 
make  a  second  edition,  which  is  now  ready. 

400  COPIES,  FCAP  8V0,  ON  VAN  GELDER 
HAND-MADE  PAPER  DONE  UP  IN  OLD  STYLE 
BLUE  PAPER  BOARDS,  WHITE  LABEL,  UNCUT 
EDGES. 

PRICE,  $2.50  NET. 


//.     THE  HEPTALOGIA, 

OR  THE  SEVEN  AGAINST  SENSE,  A  CAP 
WITH  SEVEN  BELLS.  BY  ALGERNON 
CHARLES  SWINBURNE. 

THAT  a  series  of  such  inimitable  parodies 
should  be  forever  restricted  to  a  few 
undaunted  bibliophiles  would  seem  a  woe- 
ful injustice  to  every  outstanding  lover  of 
Letters.  The  sum  total  of  first  rate  parody 
has  never  run  to  excess  in  English  liter- 
ature. 

The  poets  parodied  are  Lord  Tennyson, 
Robert  Browning,  Walt  Whitman,  Coven- 
try Patmore,  "Owen  Meredith,*'  D.  G. 
Rossetti,  and  the  parodist's  self.  J'obn 
yonesy  the  parody  upon  Browning,  is  with- 
out'doubt  the  choicest  example  of  literary 
banter  in  the  language. 

450  COPIES,  SMALL  qUARTO,  ON  VAN  GEL- 
DER  HAND-MADE  PAPER,  DONE  UP  IN  OLD- 
STYLE  BLUE  PAPER  BOARDS,  WHITE  LABEL, 
UNCUT  EDGES. 

PRICE,  $2.00  NET. 
50  COPIES  ON  JAPAN  (NUMBERED). 
PRICE,  $4.00  NET. 


///.     THE  GERM:     MDCCCL.       ' 

THOUGHTS  TOWARDS  NATURE  IN  POETRY 
LITERATURE,  AND  ART. 

THB  ORGAN  OF  THB  PRB-RAPHABLITB  BROTHBRHOOD. 

THE  Four  Original  Parts  issued  in  1850, 
including  fac-similes  of  the  wrappers, 
and  reproductions  in  Albertype  of  the 
etchings  by  Holman  Hunt,  Ford  Madox 
Brown,  James  CoUinson,  and  W.  H.  Dev- 
erell.  It  was  here  that  Rossetti*s  Blessed 
Damo^eU  and  Hand  and  Soul,  first  appeared. 
The  rare  second  recension  of  The  Blessed 
Damo^el  in  1856,  with  the  final  1870  text  are 
now  reprinted  in  parallel  columns.  The 
history  of  The  Germ  is  also  retold,  while 
the  contributors'  names  are  fully  identified 
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OF  *Hbese  two,  the  Joyous  teacher  and 
the  sombre  pupils  the  unsainily 
Cbrj'sostom  of  modern  verse  and  the 
tragic  dreamer  of  a  spiritual  desert  ^^^ — 
Tbhphile  Gautier  and  Charles  Baudelaire^ 
— we  here  reprint  the  superb  valedictions 
in  verse  by  their  master^  ^Algernon  Charles 
Swinburne^ 

Less  at/entiony  it  may  be^  is  given  the 
Memorial  Verses  than  the  greater  Ave 
aique  Vale,  of  which  last  there  is  but  one 
competent  opinion :  that  while  ranking  as 
fifth  in  order  of  time,  in  order  of  passion- 
ate beauty  and  flawless  form  it  stands  first, 
in  a  series  of  pastoral  elegies^  beginning 
with  the  Lament  for  Bion  and  continuing 
in  lyric  impulse  down  through  the  Lycidas 
of  Milton,  the  Adonais  of  Shelley,  and  the 
Thyrsis  of  (Matthew  Arnold. 


1  See  Miscellanies  by  tA.  C.  Swinburne,    (1886) 

pp.  2^1-2)2. 

2  In  The  New  Princeton  Review /or  May,  1888, 
there  lies  buried  a  fine  paper  on  Pastoral  Elegies 
by  Charles  G.  *D.  I^oberts — a  paper  that  would  bear 
re-printing  even  though  it  suggests  the  obvious  aid 
of  Mr.  Stedntan  in  his  then  but  fecently  published 
Victorian  Poets. 


In  Gauiier*s  work  Swinburne  elsewhere 
speaks  of  an  atmosphere  as  ^^of  far-flower- 
ing-meadows thai  make  in  t/lpril  a  natural 
Field  of  the  Cloth  of  Gold  all  round  the 
happier  poei*s  native  town  of  Tarbes, 
radiant  as  the  open  scroll  of  his  writings 
with  immeasurable  wealth  of  youth  and 
sunlight  and  imperishable  spring" 

And  in  summing  up  the  supreme  gifts  of 
Baudelaire  we  are  bid  behold  that  ^'sombre 
star-light  under  which  he  mused  and  cher- 
ished the  strange  melancholy  of  his  tropical 
home-sicknesst  with  its  lurid  pageant  of 
gorgeous  or  of  ghastly  dreams,** 


FOR  January: 
Gertha's  Lovers 

t/l  Tale  bj 

William  Morris. 


I.    Memorial  Verses 

on  the  *Deatb  of 

Theophile  Gautier 
1873. 


Hail,  O  our  master !    From  ibe  hastening  bows 
This  one  we  set  above  its  grey-veiled  peers, 
tArmed  vfitb  tby  name  against  tbe  nigbt  that  nears  ! 

We  crown  it  with  tbe  glory  of  tbe  flowers, 

We  wind  it  witb  all  magic  that  is  ours 

Of  song  and  bope  and  jewel-coloured  tears; 
We  cbarm  it  witb  our  love  from  taint  of  fears  ; 

We  set  it  bigb  against  tbe  sky  tbat  lowers. 

To  bum,  a  love-sign,  from  tbe  topmost  towers, 
Tbrougb  glad  and  sorry  years. 

JOHN   PAYNE. 


4  i  'T^HB  '  Memorial  Verses  on  the  Death  of  Tb^ophile 
I  Gautier '  are  also  beautiful.  They  are  composed 
in  a  grave  form  of  quatralti  resembling,  though 
with  a  difference,  FitzGerald*s  version  of  the  'Rubiiyit  of 
Omar  Khayydm.'  The  elegy  is  the  longest  of  Swinburne's 
contributions  to  a  volume  in  which  eighty  poets  of  France, 
Italy,  and  England  united  to  lay  upon  the  tomb  of  Gautier 
a  wreath  more  profuse  with  laurels  than  any  other  which 
has  been  recorded  in  the  history  of  elegiac  song." 

BDMUNO  CLARENCE  STEDMAN. 


"Th^ophile  Gautier,  mort  le  23  octobre  1873,  k  Paris, 
laisse  des  livres  d'une  forme  achev^  et  le  souvenir  d'une 
vie  que  le  soin  de  PArt  a  remplie  tout  enti^re. 

"Nous  avons  eu  la  pens^e  de  consacrer  k  la  M^mofre 
de  ce  Maitre  un  Monument  littdraire  renoovehS  de  ces 
Tombeaux  que  les  Pontes  du  xvi  nkc\t  ^lev^ient  k  Itan 
Morts  illustres. 

"En  des  jours  lointains,  on  sera  toucM  Sftns  doute,  en 
feuilletant  ce  Livre,  de  voir  que  tant  de  Po<ites,  Fran^ais  ou 
i^trangers,  s^par^s  d'habitudes,  d'esprit  et  de  langage,  se 
sont  rtf unis  pour  louer  unekexistence  paisible  et  une  CEuvre 
exemplaire." 
Le  Tombeau  ||  de  |} 

Tbhpbile  Gautier  ||  [Device]  |i  Parti  R  tAlpbonse  Lemerre, 

Editeur  Q  27-29,  Passage  Cboiseul,  27-29 1|  mdccclxxiii. 

Quarto.    Pp  viii+iSo. 


MEMORIAL  '-VERSES 


M 


ON   THE   DEATH   OF  TH^OPHILE  GAUTIER. 

DEATH,  what  hast  thou  to  do  with  me  ?     So  saith 
Love,  with  eyes  set  against  the  face  of  Death  ; 
What  have  I  done,  O  thou  strong  Death,  to  thee, 
That  mine  own  lips  should  wither  from  thy  breath  ? 

Though  thou  be  blind  as  fire  or  as  the  sea, 

Why  should  thy  waves  and  storms  make  war  on  me  ? 

Is  it^for  hate  thou  hast  to  find  me  fair. 
Or  for  desire  to  kiss,  if  it  might  be, 

My  very  mouth  of  song,  and  kill  me  there  ? 
So  with  keen  rains  vexing  his  crownless  hair. 

With  bright  feet  bruised^  from  no  delightful  way, 
Through  darkness  and  the  disenchanted  air. 

Lost  Love  went  weeping  half  a  winter's  day. 

And  the  armed  wind  that  smote  him  seemed  to  say. 

How  shall  the  dew  live  when  the  dawn  is  fled. 
Or  wherefore  should  the  Mayflower  outlast  May  ? 

Then  Death  took  Love  by  the  right  hand  and  said, 
Smiling :    Come  now  and  look  upon  thy  dead. 
But  Love  cast  down  the  glories  of  his  eyes. 
And  bowed  down  like  a  flower  his  flowerless  head. 
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And  Death  spake,  saying :  What  ails  thee  in  such  wise, 
Being  god,  to  shut  thy  sight  up  from  the  skies  ? 
If  thou  canst  see  not,  hast  thou  ears  to  hear  ? 
Or  is  thy  soul  too  as  a  leaf  that  dies  ? 

Even  as  he  spake  with  fleshless  lips  of  fear, 
But  soft  as  sleep  sings  in  a  tired  man's  ear, 
Behold,  the  winter  was  not,  and  its  might 
Fell,  and  fruits  broke  forth  of  the  barren  year. 

And  upon  earth  was  largess  of  great  light, 
And  moving  music  winged  for  world-wide  flight. 

And  shapes  and  sounds  of  gods  beheld  and  heard 
And  day's  foot  set  upon  the  neck  of  night. 

And  with  such  song  the  hollow  ways  were  stirred 
As  of  a  god's  heart  hidden  in  a  bird, 

Or  as  the  whole  soul  of  the  sun  in  spring 
Should  find  full  utterance  in  one  flower-soft  word. 

And  all  the  season  should  break  forth  and  sing 
From  one  flower's  lips,  in  one  rose  triumphing ; 
Such  breath  and  light  of  song  as  of  a  flame 
Made  ears  and  spirits  of  them  that  lieard  it  ring. 

And  Love  beholding  knew  not  for  the  same 
The  shape  that  led  him,  nor  in  face  nor  name. 

For  he  was  bright  and  great  of  thews  and  f aur, 
And  in  Love's  eyes  he  was  not  Death,  but  Fame. 
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Not  that  grey  ghost  whose  life  is  empty  and  bare 
And  his  limbs  moulded  out  of  mortal  air, 

A  cloud  of  change  that  shifts  into  a  shower 
And  dies  and  leaves  no  light  for  time  to  wear : 

But  a  god  clothed  with  his  own  joy  and  power, 
A  god  re-risen  out  of  his  mortal  hour 

Immortal,  king  and  lord  of  time  and  space, 
With  eyes  that  look  on  them  as  from  a  tower. 

And  where  he  stood  the  pale  sepulchral  place 
Bloomed,  as  new  life  might  in  a  bloodless  face, 

And  where  men  sorrowing  came  to  seek  a  tomb 
With  funeral  flowers  and  tears  for  grief  and  grace. 

They  saw  with  light  as  of  a  world  in  bloom 
The  portal  of  the  House  of  Fame  illume 

The  ways  of  life  wherein  we  toiling  tread. 
And  watched  the  darkness  as  a  brand  consume. 

And  through  the  gates  where  rule  the  deathless  dead 
The  sound  of  a  new  singer's  soul  was  shed 

That  sang  among  his  kinsfolk,  and  a  beam 
Shot  from  the  star  on  a  new  ruler's  head. 

A  new  star  lighting  the  Lethean  stream, 
A  new  song  mixed  into  the  song  supreme 

Made  of  all  souls  of  singers  and  their  might, 
That  makes  of  life  and  time  and  death  a  dream. 
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Thy  star,  thy  song,  O  soul  that  in  our  sight 
Wast  as  a  sun  that  made  for  man's  delight 
Flowers  and  all  fruits  in  season,  being  so  near 

The  sun-god*s  face,  our  god  that  gives  us  light. 

> 

To  him  of  all  gods  that  we  love  or  fear 
Thou  among  all  men  by  thy  name  wast  dear, 
Dear  to  the  god  that  gives  us  spirit  of  song 
To  bind  and  burn  all  hearts  of  men  that  hear. 

The  god  that  makes  men's  words  too  sweet  and  strong 
For  life  or  time  or  death  to  do  them  wrong, 
Who  sealed  with  his  thy  spirit  for  a  sign 
And  filled  it  with  his  breath  thy  whole  life  long. 

Who  made  thy  moist  lips  fiery  with  new  wine 
Pressed  from  the  grapes  of  song  the  sovereign  vine, 

And  with  all  love  of  all  things  loveliest 
Gave  thy  soul  power  to  make  them  more  divine. 

That  thou  might'st  breathe  upon  the  breathless  rest 
Of  marble,  till  the  brows  and  lips  and  breast 
Felt  fall  from  off  them  as  a  cancelled  curse 
That  speechless  sleep  wherewith  they  lived  opprest. 

Who  gave  thee  strength  and  heat  of  spirit  to  pierce 
All  clouds  of  form  and  colour  that  disperse, 
And  leave  the  spirit  of  beauty  to  remould 
In  types  of  clean  chryselephantine  verse. 
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Who  gave  thee  words  more  golden  than  fine  gold 
To  carve  in  shapes  more  glorious  than  of  old, 
And  build  thy  songs  up  in  the  sight  of  time 
As  statues  set  in  godhead  manifold : 

In  sight  and  scorn  of  temporal  change  and  clime 
That  meet  the  sun  re-risen  with  refluent  rhyme 
— As  god  to  god  might  answer  face  to  face — 
From  lips  whereon  the  morning  strikes  sublime. 

Dear  to  the  god,  our  god  who  gave  thee  place 
Among  the  chosen  of  days,  the  royal  race, 

The  lords  of  light,  whose  eyes  of  old  and  ears 
Saw  even  on  earth  and  heard  him  for  a  space. 

There  are  the  souls  of  those  once  mortal  vears 

m 

That  wrought  with  fire  of  joy  and  light  of  tears 

In  words  divine  as  deeds  that  grew  thereof 
Such  music  as  he  swoons  with  love  who  hears. 

There  are  the  lives  that  lighten  from  above 
Our  under  lives,  the  spheral  souls  that  move 

Through  the  ancient  heaven  of  song-illumined  air 
Whence  we  that  hear  them  singing  die  with  love. 

There  all  the  crowned  Hellenic  heads,  and  there 
The  old  gods  who  made  men  godlike  as  they  were. 

The  lyric  lips  wherefrom  all  songs  take  fire. 
Live  eyes,  and  light  of  Apollonian  hair. 
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There,  round  the  sovereign  passion  of  that  lyre 
Which  the  stars  hear  and  tremble  with  desire, 

The  ninefold  light  Pierian  is  made  one 
That  here  we  see  divided,  and  aspire, 

Seeing,  after  this  or  that  crown  to  be  won ; 
But  where  they  hear  the  singing  of  the  sun, 

All  form,  all  sound,  all  colour,  and  all  thought 
Are  as  one  body  and  soul  in  unison. 

There  the  song  sung  shines  as  a  picture  wrought. 
The  painted  mouths  sing  that  on  earth  say  nought, 

The  carven  limbs  have  sense  of  blood  and  growth 
And  large-eyed  life  that  seeks  nor  lacks  not  aught. 

There  all  the  music  of  thy  living  mouth 
Lives,  and  all  loves  wrought  of  thine  hand  in  youth 
And  bound  about  the  breasts  and  brows  with  gold 
And  coloured  pale  or  dusk  from  north  or  south. 

Fair  living  things  made  to  thy  will  of  old. 
Born  of  thy  lips,  no  births  of  mortal  mould. 
That  in  the  world  of  song  about  thee  wait 
Where  thought  and  truth  are  one  and  manifold. 

Within  the  graven  lintels  of  the  gate 
That  here  divides  our  vision  and  our  fate. 

The  dreams  we  walk  in  and  the  truths  of  sleep. 
All  sense  and  spirit  have  life  inseparate. 
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There  what  one  thinks,  is  his  to  grasp  and  keep ; 
There  are  no  dreams,  but  very  joys  to  reap, 
No  foiled  desires  that  die  before  delight. 
No  fears  to  see  across  our  joys  and  weep. 

There  hast  thou  all  thy  will  of  thought  and  sight, 
All  hope  for  harvest,  and  all  heaven  for  flight ; 

The  sunrise  of  whose  golden-mouthed  glad  head 
To  paler  songless  ghosts  was  heat  and  light. 

Here  where  the  sunset  of  our  year  is  red 
Men  think  of  thee  as  of  the  summer  dead, 

Gone  forth  before  the  snows,  before  thy  day. 
With  unshod  feet,  with  brows  unchapleted. 

Couldst  thou  not  wait  till  age  had  wound,  they  say, 
Round  those  wreathed  brows  his  soft  white  blossoms  ?  Nay 

"Why  shouldst  thou  vex  thy  soul  with  this  harsh  air, 
Thy  bright-winged  soul,  once  free  to  take  its  way  ? 

Nor  for  men's  reverence  hadst  thou  need  to  wear 
The  holy  flower  of  grey  time-hallowed  hair ; 

Nor  were  it  fit  that  aught  of  thee  grew  old. 
Fair  lover  all  thy  days  of  all  things  fair. 

And  hear  we  not  thy  words  of  molten  gold 
Singing  ?  or  is  their  light  and  heat  acold 

"Whereat  men  warmed  their  spirits  ?    Nay,  for  all 
These  yet  are  with  us,  ours  to  hear  and  hold. 
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The  lovely  laughter,  the  clear  tears,  the  call 
Of  love  to  love  on  ways  where  shadows  fall, 

Through  doors  of  dim  division  and  disguise, 
And  music  made  of  doubts  unmusical ; 

The  love  thabcaught  strange  light  from  death's  own  eyes,i 
And  filled  death's  lips  with  fiery  words  and  sighs, 

And  half  asleep  let  feed  from  veins  of  his 
Her  close  red  warm  snake's  mouth,  Egyptian-wise  : 

And  that  great  night  of  love  more  strange  than  this,^ 
When  she  that  made  the  whole  world's  bale  and  bliss 

Made  king  of  the  whole  world's  desire  a  slave, 
And  killed  him  in  mid  kingdom  with  a  kiss ; 

Veiled  loves  that  shifted  shapes  and  shafts,  and  gave,3 
Laughing,  strange  gifts  to  hands  that  durst  not  crave, 

Flowers  double-blossomed,  fruits  of  scent  and  hue 
Sweet  as  the  bride-bed,  stranger  than  the  grave  ; 

All  joys  and  wonders  of  old  lives  and  new 
That  ever  in  love's  shine  or  shadow  grew, 

And  all  the  grief  whereof  he  dreams  and  grieves, 
And  all  sweet  roots  fed  on  his  light  and  dew ; 

All  these  through  thee  our  spirit  of  sense  perceives, 
As  threads  in  the  unseen  woof  thy  music  weaves, 

Birds  caught  and  snared  that  fill  our  ears  with  thee. 
Bay-blossoms  in  thy  wreath  of  brow-bound  leaves. 

X  La  Morte  tAmoureuu.  2  Une  Nuit  de  CUop&tre. 

3  Mademoiselle  de  Maupin. 
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Mixed  with  the  masque  of  death's  old  comedy 
Though  thou  too  pass,  have  here  our  flowers,  that  we 

For  all  the  flowers  thou  gav'st  upon  thee  shed, 
And  pass  not  crownless  to  Persephone. 

Blue  lotus-blooms  and  white  and  rosy-red 
We  wind  with  poppies  for  thy  silent  head, 

And  on  this  margin  of  the  sundering  sea 
Leave  thy  sweet  light  to  rise  upon  the  dead. 
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SONNET. 

(With  a  copy  of  mademoiselle  de  maupin.) 

THIS  is  the  golden  book  of  spirit  and  sense, 
The  holy  writ  of  beauty ;  he  that  wrought 
Made  it  with  dreams  and  faultless  words  and  thought 

That  seeks  and  finds  and  loses  in  the  dense 

Dim  air  of  life  that  beauty's  excellence 

Wherewith  love  makes  one  hour  of  life  distraught 
And  all  hours  after  follow  and  find  not  aught. 

Here  is  that  height  of  all  love's  eminence 

Where  man  may  breathe  but  for  a  breathing-space 
And  feel  his  soul  burn  as  an  altar-fire 
To  the  unknown  God  of  unachieved  desire, 

And  from  the  middle  mystery  of  the  place 

Watch  lights  that  break,  hear  sounds  as  of  a  quire, 

But  see  not  twice  unveiled  the  veiled  God*s  face. 
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Ave  Atque  Vale 

In  tMemory  of 

Charles  Baudelaire 
1878. 


"I  do  not  mean  .  .  that  the  Fleurs  du  Mai  should  be 
bound  up  with  the  Christian  Year.  But  I  do  say  that  no 
principle  of  art  which  does  not  exclude  from  its  tolerance 
the  masterpieces  of  Titian  can  logically  or  consistently 
reject  the  masterpieces  of  a  poet  who  has  paid  to  one  of 
them  the  most  costly  tribute  of  carven  verse,  in  lines 
of  chiselled  ivory  with  rhymes  of  ringing  gold,  that  ever 
was  laid  by  the  high  priest  of  one  SMuse  on  the  high  altar 
of  another.  tAnd  I  must  also  maintain  my  opinion  that 
the  pervading  note  of  spiritual  tragedy  in  the  brooding 
verse  of  Baudelaire  dignifies  and  justifies  at  all  points 
his  treatment  of  his  darkest  and  strangest  subject." 

A.  C.  SWINBURNE. 

{(Miscellanies,  1886.) 


4  4  T^HE  full  bloom  of  Swinburne's  lyrical  genius  appears 
I  .  .  in  that  large  moulded  ode,  'Ave  atque  Vale/ 
composed  in  memory  of  Charles  Baudelaire.  It 
is  founded  on  the  model  of  famous  English  protot3rpes,  to 
wit,  the  'Epitaph  of  Bion.'  If  unequal  to  'Lycidas'  in  idyllic 
feeling,  or  to  'Adonais'  in  lofty  scorn  and  sorrow,  it  is  more 
imaginative  than  the  former,  and  surpasses  either  in  con- 
tinuity  of  tone  and  the  absolute  melody  of  elaborate  verse. 
Arnold's  'Thyrsis*  is  a  wise  and  manly  poem,  closely 
adjusted  to  the  classic  phrase ;  but  here  is  an  etherial  strain 
of  the  highest  elegiac  order,  fashioned  in  a  severe  yet  flex- 
ible spirit  of  lyric  art.  In  stanzaic  beauty  it  ranks,  with 
Keats's  odes,  among  our  rarest  examples.  .  .  This  thren- 
ody comes  as  directly  from  the  heart  as  those  of  Shelley  or 
Arnold  lamenting  Keats  or  Clough.  .  .  The  'Ave  atque 
Vale  *  is  a  perfect  example  of  the  metrical  affluence  that 
renders  his  verse  a  marvel.    .    .    . 

"In  one  sense  the  motive  thought  is  below  the  technical 
grandeur  of  the  poem.  Its  ideals  are  Sappho,  Proserpine, 
Apollo,  and  the  Venus  of  Baudelaire, — not  the  Cytherean, 
but  the  Gothic  Venus  *of  the  hollow  hill.*  The  round  of 
Baudelaire's  conceptions  is  thus  pursued,  after  the  antique 
fashion,  with  exquisite  and  solemn  power.  The  tone  is  not 
one  of  high  laudation,  but  of  a  minstrel  who  recalls  the 
dead  as  he  was,  —  a  chant  of  sorrow  and  appreciation,  not 
of4iope.  What  extravagance  there  may  be  is  in  the  passion 
and  poetry  lavished  upon  the  theme.  It  is  an  ode  written 
for  persons  of  delicate  culture ;  no  one  else  can  grasp  the 
allusions,  though  who  so  dull  as  not  to  be  captivated  by 
the  sound ! " 

EDMUND  CLARENCE  STEDMAN. 


-; CMiCi 


AVE   ATQUE   VALE. 

IN    MEMORY   OF   CHARLES    BAUDELAIRE. 

Nous  devrions  pourtant  lui  porter  quelques  flcurs; 
Les  morts,  les  pauvres  morts,  ont  de  grandes  douleurs, 
£t  quand  Octobre  soufiSe,  ^mondeur  des  vieux  arbres, 
Son  vent  m^lancolique  k  Tentour  de  leurs  marbres, 
Certe,  ils  doivent  trouver  les  vivants  bien  ingrats. 

Les  Fleurs  du  Mai. 


I. 


SHALL  I  Strew  on  thee  rose  or  me  or  laurel, 
Brother,  on  this  that  was  the  veil  of  thee  ? 
Or  quiet  sea-flower  moulded  by  the  sea, 

Or  simplest  growth  of  meadow-sweet  or  sorrel, 
Such  as  the  summer-sleepy  Dryads  weave, 
Waked  up  by  snow-soft  sudden  rains  at  eve  ? 

Or  wilt  thou  rather,  as  on  earth  before, 

Half-faded  fiery  blossoms,  pale  with  heat 
And  full  of  bitter  summer,  but  more  sweet 

To  thee  than  gleanings  of  a  northern  shore 
Trod  by  no  tropic  feet  ? 
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II. 


For  always  thee  the  fervid  languid  glories 

Allured  of  heavier  suns  in  mightier  skies ; 
Thine  ears  knew  all  the  wandering  watery  sighs 

Where  the  sea  sobs  round  Lesbian  promontories, 
The  barren  kiss  of  piteous  wave  to  wave 
That  knows  not  where  is  that  Leucadian  grave 

Which  hides  too  deep  the  supreme  head  of  song. 
Ah,  salt  and  sterile  as  her  kisses  were, 
The  wild  sea  winds  her  and  the  green  gulfs  bear 

Hither  and  thither,  and  vex  and  work  her  wrong, 
Blind  gods  that  cannot  spare. 


III. 


Thou  sawest,  in  thine  old  singing  season,  brother. 
Secrets  and  sorrows  unbeheld  of  us : 
Fierce  loves,  and  lovely  leaf -buds  poisonous, 

Bare  to  thy  subtler  eye,  but  for  none  other 

Blowing  by  night  in  some  unbreathed-in  clime ; 
The  hidden  harvest  of  luxurious  time, 

Sin  without  shape,  and  pleasure  without  speech ; 

And  where  strange  dreams  in  a  tumultuous  sleep 
Make  the  shut  eyes  of  stricken  spirits  weep ; 

And  with  each  face  thou  sawest  the  shadow  on  each, 
Seeing  as  men  sow  men  reap. 


412 


IV. 


O  sleepless  heart  and  sombre  soul  unsleeping, 
That  were  athirst  for  sleep  and  no  more  life 
And  no  more  love,  for  peace  and  no  more  strife  1 

Now  the  dim  gods  of  death  have  in  their  keeping 
Spirit  and  body  and  all  the  springs  of  song, 
Is  it  well  now  where  love  can  do  no  wrong, 

Where  stingless  pleasure  has  no  foam  or  fang 
Behind  the  unopening  closure  of  her  lips  ? 
Is  it  not  well  where  soul  from  body  slips 

And  flesh  from  bone  divides  without  a  pang 
As  dew  from  flower-bell  drips  ? 


v. 


It  is  enough  ;  the  end  and  the  beginning 

Are  one  thing  to  thee,  who  art  past  the  end. 
O  hand  unclasped  of  unbeholden  friend, 

For  thee  no  fruits  to  pluck,  no  palms  for  winning, 
No  triumph  and  no  labour  and  no  lust, 
Only  deaci  yew-leaves  and  a  little  dust. 

O  quiet  eyes  wherein  the  light  saith  nought, 
Whereto  the  day  is  dumb,  nor  any  night 
With  obscure  finger  silences  your  sight. 

Nor  in  your  speech  the  sudden  soul  speaks  thought. 
Sleep,  and  have  sleep  for  light. 
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vr. 


Now  all  strange  hours  and  all  strange  loves  are  over, 
Dreams  and  desires  and  sombre  songs  and  sweet, 
Hast  thou  found  place  at  the  great  knees  and  feet 

Of  some  pale  Titan-woman  like  a  lover, 
Such  as  thy  vision  here  solicited^ 
Under  the  shadow  of  her  fair  vast  head, 

The  deep  division  of  prodigious  breasts, 

The  solemn  slope  of  mighty  limbs  asleep. 
The  weight  of  awful  tresses  that  still  keep 

The  savour  and  shade  of  old-world  pine-forests 
Where  the  wet  hill-winds  weep  ? 


VII. 


Hast  thou  found  any  likeness  for  thy  vision  ? 

O  gardener  of  strange  flowers,  what  bud,  what  bloom, 

Hast  thou  found  sown,  what  gathered  in  the  gloom  ? 
What  of  despair,  of  rapture,  of  derision. 

What  of  life  is  there,  what  of  ill  or  good  ? 

Are  the  fruits  grey  like  dust  or  bri^t  like  blood  ? 
Does  the  dim  ground  grow  any  seed  of  ours, 

The  faint  fields  quicken  any  terrene  root. 

In  low  lands  where  the  sun  and  moon  are  mute 
And  all  the  stars  keep  silence  ?    Are  there  flowers 

At  all,  or  any  fruit  ? 
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VIII. 


Alas,  but  though  my  flying  song  flies  after, 

O  sweet  strange  elder  singer,  thy  more  fleet 
Singing,  and  footprints  of  thy  fleeter  feet. 

Some  dim  derision  of  mysterious  laughter 

From  the  blind  tongueless  warders  of  the  dead, 
Some  gainless  glimpse  of  Proserpine's  veiled  head,  ' 

Some  little  sound  of  unregarded  tears 
Wept  by  effaced  unprofitable  eyes, 
And  from  pale  mouths  some  cadence  of  dead  sighs- 

These  only,  these  the  hearkening  spirit  hears, 
Sees  only  such  things  rise. 


IX. 


Thou  art  far  too  far  for  wings  of  words  to  follow, 
Far  too  far  off  for  thought  or  any  prayer. 
What  ails  us  with  thee,  who  art  wind  and  air  ? 

What  ails  us  gazing  where  all  seen  is  hollow  ? 
Yet  with  some  fancy,  yet  with  some  desire. 
Dreams  pursue  death  as  winds  a  flying  Are, 

Our  dreams  pursue  our  dead  and  do  not  And. 

Still,  and  more  swift  than  they,  the  thin  flame  flies. 
The  low  light  fails  us  in  elusive  skies. 

Still  the  foiled  earnest  ear  is  deaf,  and  blind 
Are  still  the  eluded  eyes. 
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X. 


Not  thee,  O  never  thee,  in  all  timers  changes, 
Not  thee,  but  this  the  sound  of  thy  sad  soul, 
The  shadow  of  thy  swift  spirit,  this  shut  scroll 

I  lay  my  hand  on,  and  not  death  estranges 
My  spirit  from  communion  of  thy  song — 
These  memories  and  these  melodies  that  throng 

Veiled  porches  of  a  Muse  funereal — 

These  I  salute,  these  touch,  these  clasp  and  fold 
As  though  a  hand  were  in  my  hand  to  hold, 

Or  through  mine  ears  a  mourning  musical 
Of  many  mourners  rolled. 


XI. 


I  among  these,  I  also,  in  such  station 

As  when  the  pyre  was  charred,  and  piled  the  sods, 
And  offering  to  the  dead  made,  and  their  gods, 

The  old  mourners  had,  standing  to  make  libation, 
I  stand,  and  to  the  gods  and  to  the  dead 
Do  reverence  without  prayer  or  praise,  and  shed 

Offering  to  these  unknown,  the  gods  of  gloom, 

And  what  of  honey  and  spice  my  seedlands  bear, 
And  what  I  may  of  fruits  in  this  chilled  air, 

And  lay,  Orestes-like,  across  the  tomb 
A  curl  of  severed  hair. 
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XII. 


But  by  no  hand  nor  any  treason  stricken, 

Not  like  the  low-lying  head  of  Him,  the  King, 
The  flame  that  made  of  Troy  a  ruinous  thing, 

Thou  liest  and  on  this  dust  no  tears  could  quicken 
There  fall  no  tears  like  theirs  that  all  men  hear 
Fall  tear  by  sweet  imperishable  tear 

Down  the  opening  leaves  of  holy  poets'  pages. 
Thee  not  Orestes,  not  Electra  mourns ; 
But  bending  us-ward  with  memorial  urns 

The  most  high  Muses  that  fulfil  all  ages 
Weep,  and  our  God's  heart  yearns. 


XIIT. 


For,  sparing  of  his  sacred  strength,  not  often 
Among  us  darkling  here  the  lord  of  light 
Makes  manifest  his  music  and  his  might 

In  hearts  that  open  and  in  lips  that  soften 

With  the  soft  flame  and  heat  of  songs  that  shine. 
Thy  lips  indeed  he  touched  with  bitter  wine. 

And  nourished  them  indeed  with  bitter  bread ; 

Yet  surely  from  his  hand  thy  soul's  food  came. 
The  fire  that  scarred  thy  spirit  at  his  fiame 

Was  lighted,  and  thine  hungering  heart  he  fed 
Who  feeds  our  hearts  with  fame. 
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XIV. 


Therefore  he  too  now  at  thy  soul's  sunsetting, 

God  of  all  suns  and  songs,  he  too  bends  down 
To  mix  his  laurel  with  thy  cypress  crown, 

And  save  thy  dust  from  blame  and  from  forgetting. 
Therefore  he  too,  seeing  all  thou  wert  and  art. 
Compassionate,  with  sad  and  sacred  heart, 

Mourns  thee  of  many  his  children  the  last  dead, 
And  hallows  with  strange  tears  and  alien  sighs 
Thine  unmelodious  mouth  and  sunless  eyes, 

And  over  thine  irrevocable  head 

Sheds  light  from  the  under  skies. 


XV. 


And  one  weeps  with  him  in  the  ways  Lethean, 

And  stains  with  tears  her  changing  bosom  chill ; 
That  obscure  Venus  of  the  hollow  hill. 

That  thing  transformed  which  was  the  Cytherean, 
With  lips  that  lost  their  Grecian  laugh  divine 
Long  since,  and  face  no  more  called  Erycine 

A  ghost,  a  bitter  and  luxurious  god. 

Thee  also  with  fair  flesh  and  singing  spell 
Did  she,  a  sad  and  second  prey,  compel 

Into  the  footless  places  once  more  trod, 
And  shadows  hot  from  hell. 


418 


XVI. 


And  now  no  sacred  staff  shall  break  in  blossom, 
No  choral  salutation  Inre  to  light 
A  spirit  sick  with  perfume  and  sweet  night 

And  love's  tired  eyes  and  bands  and  barren  bosom. 
There  is  no  help  for  these  things ;  none  to  mend, 
And  none  to  mar ;  not  all  our  songs,  O  friend, 

Will  make  death  clear  or  make  life  durable. 
Howbeit  with  rose  and  ivy  and  wild  vine 
And  with  wild  notes  about  this  dust  of  thine 

At  least  I  fill  the  place  where  white  dreams  dwell 
And  wreathe  an  unseen  shrine. 


XVII. 


Sleep ;  and  if  life  was  bitter  to  thee,  pardon, 

If  sweet,  give  thanks ;  thou  hast  no  more  to  live ; 
And  to  give  thanks  is  good,  and  to  forgive. 

Out  of  the  mystic  and  the  mournfid  garden 

Where  all  day  through  thine  hands  in  barren  braid  ' 
Wove  the  sick  flowers  of  secrecy  and  shade, 

Green  buds  of  sorrow  and  sin,  and  remnants  grey, 
Sweet-smelling,  pale  with  poison,  sanguine-hearted. 
Passions  that  sprang  from  sleep  and  thoughts  that  started. 

Shall  death  not  bring  us  all  as  thee  one  day 
Among  the  days  departed  ? 
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XVIII. 

For  thee,  O  now  a  silent  soul,  my  brother, 

Take  at  my  hands  this  garland,  and  farewell. 
Thin  is  the  lealf  and  chill  the  wintry  smell, 

And  chill  the  solemn  earth,  a  fatal  mother, 
With  sadder  than  the  Niobean  womb, 
And  in  the  hollow  of  her  breasts  a  tomb. 

Content  thee,  howsoe'er,  whose  days  are  done ; 
There  lies  not  any  troublous  thing  before,  • 
Nor  sight  nor  sound  to  war  against  thee  more. 

For  whom  all  winds  are  quiet  as  the  sun. 
All  waters  as  the  shore. 
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FIFTEEN   SUCCESSES. 


Among  DoDD,  Mead  &  Company's  first  publica- 
tions for  the  autumn,  they  would  especially  draw  the 
attention  of  book-lovers  to  the  following  books,  all  of 
which  (though  published  but  a  short  time)  have  gone 
into  second  or  third  editions. 


1.  John  Splbndid.    By  Neil  Munro, 

2.  The  Uncalled.    By  'Paul  Laurence  'Dunbar, 

3.  Trimalchio*s  Dinner.    By  H,  T.  'Peek, 

4.  A  Creel  of  Irish  Stories.    By  Jane  Barlow, 

5.  Wagner's  Music  Dramas.    By  tA,  Lavignac, 

6.  Second  Thoughts.    By  Jerome  K,  Jerome, 

7.  The  Wonderful  Century.    BytA.R.  IVallace, 

8.  Scribes  and  Pharisees.    By  Wm.  Le  Q,ueux, 

9.  The  Grenadier.    'By  James  E.  Farmer, 
10.  The  Fatal  Gift.    By  Frankfort  Moore, 

IX.  Work  and  Culture.    By  HamUUon  IV,  SMabie, 

13.  Turrets,  Towers  and  Temples.    By  E.  Singleton, 

13.  A  Little  Girl  in  Boston.    By  tAmanda  Douglas, 

24.  A  Lovable  Crank.    By  Barbara  Yecbton, 

15.  Sherburne  Girls.    By  tAnumda  Douglas, 
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Ready  Shortly.  Among  the  books  on  their  list,  that  have  not 
yet  been  issued,  but  for  which  the  advance  orders  have  been  so 
l^neat  as  to  necessitate  increased  editions,  are : — i.  Tattle  Tales. 
By  Paul  Leicester  Ford.  a.  Afterwards.  By  Ian  Madaren. 
3.  Miscellanies.  By  Austin  Dobson.  4.  Elsie  on  the  Hud- 
son. By  Martha  Finley.  5.  The  Forest  of  Arden.  By  Hamilton 
W.  Mabie.  6.  Maids,  Wives  and  Bachelors.  By  Amelia  E. 
Barr. 

DODD,  MEAD  &  COMPANY,  Publishers, 

New  York. 


^be  Htlanttc  fIDontbli?  for  1899. 

LOCylL    AND   SOCIAL    STUDIES, 

DURING  1899  ^^^  Atlantic  will  print  a  series  of 
papers  dealing  with  local  environment  and  char- 
acteristics.  Each  paper  will  take  up  either  some 
unusual  phase  of  life  or  will  study  the  future  of  local- 
ities  now  more  or  less  in  a  stage  of  transition. 

An  early  paper  by  Rollin  Lvndb  Hartt  on  "The  Montanians" 
attracted  wide  attention  both  in  the  locality  treated  and  elsewhere. 
Mr.  Hartt  will  contribute  to  the  tAtlantic  further  papers  on 

Some  Picturesque  New  England 
Localities. 

Mr.  William  G.  Frost,  President  of  Berea  College,  Kentucky, 
and  a  close  student  of  social  conditions  both  at  home  and  abroad, 
will  reveal  a  most  interesting  phase  of  life  in  a  study  of 

Mountain  Life  in  Kentucky. 

Mr.  David  Starr  Jordan,  President  of  Leland  Stanford  Uni- 
versity, California,  has  made  as  careful  a  study  of  his  state  as  any 
writer  of  the  day.  He  has  an  intimate  knowledge  of  the  sodai, 
industrial  and  political  conditions  of  California,  and  hazards  a  guess 
as  to  what  is  in  store  for  it  in  an  interesting  contribution  entitled 

The  Future  of  California. 

Mr.  William  R.  Lbighton,  whose  recent  story  in  the  Atlantic 
entitled  "Ned  Stirling,  his  Story'*  betrayed  him  to  be  a  story-writer 
of  exceptional  promise,  is  as  well  a  close  observer  of  local  type  and 
character.  From  his  home  in  the  West  he  will  contribute  a  discrim- 
inating and  entertaining  paper  upon 

The  Greaser. 

Illustrated  prospectus  for  1899  iio^  in  preparation.  Send  10  cents 
for  recent  sample  copy  and  prospectus.  Subscriptions  received 
direct  or  through  any  established  subscription  agency. 

3S  Cents  a  Copy.  I4.00  a  Year. 

Houghton,  Mifflin  ft  Co.,  4  Park  Street,  Boston,  Mass. 
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THE  Critic  Co.  takes  great  pleasure  in  announcing 
that,  until  further  notice,  it  will  fill  orders  for 

The  Critic 

and  either  one  of  the  above  magazines  for  the  net 
price  of  $2 — the  price  of  The  Critic^  monthly,  illus- 
trated. 

This  extraordinary  offer,  by  which  any  one  of 
these  one-dollar  magazines  may  be  had/r^^,  is  strictly 
limited  to  new  subscribers  for  The  Critic^  ordering  the 
dollar  magazine  at  the  same  time  they  order  The 
Critic, 

Subscribers  are  particularly  requested  to  state 
whether  their  subscriptions  for  McClure'sj  The  Munsey 
ox  The  Cosmopolitan  are  new  or  old. 

Remit  direct  to 

THE  CRITIC  COMPANY, 
289  FOURTH  AVENUE,  -  NEW  YORK. 


The  Christmas  Critic,  December  number,  will  be  the  greatest 
number  of  a  literary  magazine  ever  issued.  Brilluzni  reading  matter, 
superb  illustrations.    Order  in  time. 


Mr«  Oawford's  New  Book* 

THE  STORY   OF  ROME. 

Al^E  ROMA  IMMORTALIS. 

STUDIES  FROM  THE  CHRONICLES  OF  ROME  BY 
F.  MARION  CRAWFORD. 

Avtb^  of  "Saracinesca,**  *'Casa  Braccio,"  *^CorleorUf"  etc.,  etc. 
Clotb,  cro-wn  8vo,  96.00,  net. 

lUusireUcd  with  twenfy-eighi  ftdl-^cige  fhaiogravureSf  a  map 
and  many  drawings  in  the  text. 

*  *  A  book  which  no  one  who  loves  the  Eternal  City  can  afford 
to  leave  unread.  .  .  .  The  book  is  invaluable,  an  addition 
to  the  literature  of  Rome  which  will  not  only  rejoice  the  hearts 
of  travelers  seeking  a  guide,  but  give  instruction  and  delight 
to  those  whose  fate  it  is  never  to  see  the  Eternal  City  except 
from  a  great  distance."— A^«v  York  Tribune. 

DR.  WEIR  MITCHELL  WRITES : 

"//  is  the  most — ch,  far  and  away  the  most — ifUeresiing  book 
about  RofHe  which  I  have  ever  seen.    It/dscinates  me.** 

"Not  for  a  long  time  have  we  enjoyed  the  pleasure  of  so 
brilliant  a  picture  of  Roman  life  and  Roman  history.  His 
method  is  that  of  the  novelist  applied  to  the  matter  of  history, 
and  the  result  is  a  book  fully  as  delightful  as  any  novel  this 
gifted  master  of  fiction  has  ever  penned." — Daily  Eagle^ 
Brooklyn. 

—PUBLISHED  BY— 

THE  MACMEXAN  CX>MPANY, 
66  Fifth  Avenue,  New  York. 


CHARLES  SCRBNER^S  SONS 
NEW  BOOKS* 

MUSIC   AND   POETRY. 

By  Sidney  Lanier.  i2ino,  $1.50 

^i^This  volume  contains  over  a  dozen  essays  by 
Mr.  Lanier,  himself  both  poet  and  musician,  upon 
various  phases  and  inter-relations  of  the  two  arts. 
Among  the  titles  are  **The  Orchestra  of  To-day," 
**From  Bacon  to  Beethoven,"  '*A  Forgotten  Eng- 
lish Poet,"  "The  Centennial  Cantata,"  and  "The 
Death  of  Byrhtnoth." 

WORLDLY  WAYS  AND  BY-WAYS. 

By  Eliot  Gregory.  ("An  Idler.*')       i2mo,  I1.50 

Of  this  delightful  volume  of  essays  The  Outlook 
says : — **It  contains  the  observations  and  medita- 
tions of  a  saunterer — a  man  who  has  time  to  look 
at  life  and  men  and  manners,  and  time  also  to  write 
about  them.  ...  It  is  the  work  of  an  observer  of 
culture  and  insight,  with  excellent  standards  and 
with  a  thorough'  sanity  of  temper." 

THE   BASHFUL  EARTHQUAKE. 
And  other  Fables  and  Verses  by  Oliver  Herford. 

With  many  illustrations  by  the  author.    i2mo,  ^7.25. 

The  subtle  fun,  the  quaint  conceits,  the  laugh 
within  a  laugh,  and  the  exquisitely  light  touch  which 
characterize  these  irresistible  ^'fables  and  verses" 
are  indicated  in  some  degree  by  such  titles  as  "The 
Doorless  Wolf,"  "The  Tragic  Mice,"  "The  Bold, 
Bad  Butterfly,"  and  so  forth. 

Chariss  Soribner's  Sons,  163-157  Fifth  Aienue,  New  York. 


THE  ARTIST.     AN  ILLUSTRATED  MONTH- 
LY  RECORD   OF  THE  ARTS,   CR4FTS 
AND  INDUSTRIES 


Established  i8  years  agfo  in  England,  The  Artist  has 
always  closely  identified  itself  with  the  movement  inaugurated 
by  the  late  William  Morris  and  others  for  the  application  of 
Art  to  commercial  and  industrial  products.  Its  record  em- 
braces what  is  being  done  in  France,  Germany  and  Belgium 
as  well  as  England. 

AN  A  ME  RICA  N  EDITION, 

Commenci:^  with  September  of  this  year,  is  published 
monthly.  Tnis  includes  a  survey  of  Art  tendencies  and  ac- 
complishments in  this  country,  which  will  be  gradually  ex- 
tended in  scope  and  thoroughness  until  it  is  adequately 
representative  of  American  Art. 

SOME  CONTENTS  OF  OCTOBER  NUMBER : 

Robert  F.  Blum ;  Charles  Volkmar,  etc. ;  English  Art 
through  French  Glasses;  The  Work  of  Leon  L'flermitte; 
In  Memoriam  Felicien  Rops  ;  Francois  Auburtin  and  his  Dec- 
oration of  the  Ampitheatre  de  Zoologie ;  A  Holiday  Visit  to 
Kelmscott  Manor ;  A  Wood  Carver's  Ideals ;  etc. 

SOME  CONTENTS  OF  NOVEMBER  NUMBER: 

International  Exhibition  at  Pittsburgh  (illustrated);  Her- 
bert Adams — an  Artist  in  Jewelry,  etc. ;  Giovanni  Segantini ; 
Bayeux  Tapestry ;  Landscape  Painters  in  Cornwall;  A  Mod- 
ern Interior  by  G.  M.  EUwood ;  Royal  Copenhagen  Porcelain ; 
The  Repousse  Work  of  Edgar  Sinipson ;  Designs  for  Furni- 
ture, Iron  Gates,  Book-bindings  ;  Harry  Quilter  on  "The  Pied 
Piper  of  Hamelin"  ;  etc.,  etc. 

$3. so  a  Year.  55  Ctnts  a  Copy, 


— PUBLISHED   BY — 

TRUSLOVE   &   COMBA, 

65   FIFTH   AVENUE,  -  -  -  NEW  YORK. 


A  UNIQUE   WORK 

Of  Special  Interest  to  Lovers  of  Odd  Literature,  and 

to  Students  of  Philosophy,  Comparative 

Religion  and  Languag^e. 

^  ^  m  ti  n 

LAO-TZE'S  TAO-TEH-KING 

CHINESE   ENGLISH. 

With  Introduction  y  Biography ^   Transliteration 

and  Notes  Written  for  English 

Readers. 

By  dr.  PAUL  CARUS. 

MOTTO: 

KBQUITB  HATRED  WITH  GOODNBSS. 

^  — Lao-tze,  63. 

A   tVORLD'S  CLASSIC, 

Handsomely  bound  in  Oriental  style  (blue  and 
gold),  with  a  photogravure  reproduction  of  a  Jap- 
anese brush-portrait  of  the  Great  Philosopher, 
especially  made  for  the  book.     Pp.  345.     Price  $3. 


THE  OPEN  COURT  PUBLISHING  COMPANY, 

CHICAGO. 
(London:  Kbgan  Paul,  Trench,  Trubbnbr  &  CoJ 


XONDON  TYPES*    DRAWN  BY  WILLIAM 
NICHOLSON,  IN  HIS  BOLD  AND  IN- 
IMITABLE STYLE,  CONSISTING  OF 
TWELVE  WELL-KNOWN  LONDON  TYPES. 


The  Gxtcr, 
Beefeater, 
Banoaid, 
Soldier, 
Lady, 

Flower  Girl, 
Paper  Boy, 
Hawker, 

Drum-Major, 
Bluecoat  Boys, 
Sandwich  Man, 
Poiicenian« 

THE  'POPULAR  EDITION.     LUbograpbed  in  colors,  on  stout  cart- 
ridge paper.  •  "Price  51.50 

THE  LIBRARY  EDITION.     Uthograpbed  in  colors,  on  Imperial 
Japan  yetlum,  and  bound  in  clotb.  "Price  Bj.jf 

THE   BDITION-DE'LUXE.     "Printed  from  tbe   original   wood- 
blocks.   Hand-colored f  and  signed  by  tbe  artist. 

"Price  $4^.00,  net. 

SENT,  CARKIAGB  PAID,  ON  RBCRIPT  OF  PRICB. 


R.  H.  RUSSELL,  Publisher, 

3  Test  29th  Street,        -        -        -        New  York. 


MAUD  ADAMS'  EDITION  OF 

-THE    LITTLE    MINISTER." 

A  SPECIAL  holiday  edition  of  J.  M.  Barriers 
masterpiece,  exquisitely  illustrated  by 
over  thirty  full  page  wash  drawings  by  C. 
Allan  Gilbert,  and  photographs  taken  espec- 
ially for  the  book.  Handsomely  bound  in 
white  vellum,  stamped  in  gold,  with  a  miniature 
portrait  in  photogravure  of  Miss  Adams.  400 
pages. 

Price,  $2.50. 

SENT  CARRIAGE  PAID  ON  RECEIPT  OF  PRICE. 

The  new  fall  catalogue,  illustrated  in 
color,  is  now  ready  and  will  be  forwarded  on 
request. 

R.    H.   RUSSELL, 

3  West  29TH  Street,         -         -         New  York. 


Xcttere  of  IRobcrt  Browning 
S.  leiisabetb  Barrett 


THESE  two  volumes  include  every  letter  which 
passed  between  the  two  poets,  Robert 
Browning  and  Elizabeth  Barrett,  from  their  first 
acquaintance  until  their  marriage,  with  the  excep- 
tion of  one  letter,  which  was  destroyed  by  common 
consent.  The  book  itself  will  be  perhaps  the  most 
important  contribution  to  letters  that  has  appeared 
during  the  last  decade,  and  it  is  sure  to  appeal 
to  all  lovers  of  Browning  literature  throughout 
the  United  States  more  strongly  than  could  any 
other  work  of  such  a  nature.  The  volumes  will 
contain  two  contemporary  portraits  of  the  writers, 
and  two  f ac-simile  letters,  together  with  a  prefatory 
note  by  Mr.  R.  Barrett  Browning,  and  notes  ex- 
planatory of  the  Greek  words  by  Mr.  F.  C.  Kenyon. 


TH^O  VOLUMES,  CROWN  ^VO,  UNCUT  EDGES 
A  ND  GIL  T  TOPS.    (IN  PRESS.) 
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HARPER  &  BROTHERS,  Ptiblisfien, 
New  York  and  London* 
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AU  SUBSCRIPTIONS 
EXPIRE  fVITH  THE 
PRESENT  NUMBER  lEe 
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